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XT*WOhoufeha]ds, both alike in dignity (f) 
^ In fair Verona, ('where we lay our Scene) 
'From ancient grudge break to new mutiny. ; 

Where civil blood makes civil bands unclean, 
front forth the fatal loins of thefe two foes t 

A fair offtar^croft lovers take their life ; 
Whofe mif- adventured piteous overthrows 

Do, with their death, hury their parents" ft rife. 

The 

(i) Two touftbo/ds, &c] The fable of this play Is built on a real 
tragedy, that happen'd about the beginning of the 14th century. 
The ftory, with all its cir-cumftances, is given us by Bandeffo, in one 
of his novels 5 as alfo by Girolame da Corte in his hi ftory of Verona* 
The young lover, as this hiftorian tells us,' was ciWARcmeo Mon- 
tecebi $ and the 4ady, JuliettatCapdto. Cfptain'2?wf/ in his travels 
tells |is, that, w&eo he was al Verona, he was fhewn .an old build- 
ing, (converted into an houfe for orphans) in which the tomb of 

. thefe unhappy lovers had formerly been broken up; and that- he was 
informed by his guide in all the particulars of their ftcry : which 

, put him in mind, of our <Authoi's play on the fubjeft. The captain 
has clos'd his account of this affair with, a reproof to our excellent 

:Otwav, for having turn'd this ftory to that of Caius Mariusj con- 
fidering, (fays be) " how inconfifient it was (topafs by other abfur- 

- t( dities) to make the 'Romans bury their bodies in the latter end of 
4( ike cwfubr times, when every ichool- boy knows, that it was the 

.«« xjuiloan t» buru them At& 9 and then fcuty their aftes."— I can- 
not help obferving in refpctl to Otway's memory, that both interring 
and burning were at one and the fame time u fed by the Rowans. Fcr 
inftance, Marius was buried ; and Syl/a t his enemy, was by his owa 
exprefs orders burnt; the firft cf the Cerneb'an family, that had been 
10 difpoAd of. iPliny gives us the reafon for fuch his orders : ldq\ 
vohtiJfe t t/eritum talionem, eruto Caii Marii cadavere. (Nat. Hift. 
J. vti. cap. 55.) He fear'd reprisals upon his own body, his foldiers 
having dug up and committed indignities, on the bo<jy of Marius, To 

this 



FROL O G U E. 5 

fearful paffage of their death-mark* d love, 
nd the continuance of their parents 9 ragr,~ 
ch hut their children** end nought could remove, 
utiw the two hours traffick of our ftage : 
which if you with patient ears at tend, * 
r/ here Jhall mifs, our toil Jbatt ft rive to mend* 

Tear of his, Gcero has likewife alluded in hit fecond book De 
uu I had almoft forgot to obfenre, that Pftny exprefly fays, 
ng of dead bodies was not 'an old inftitiitjon among the Romans ; 
aeir dead wert interred*— Ipfvm cremare afud Kdauaoi mm 
uteris inftituti : ternUoadebaiitur. - 
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9 Rom eo and' Juliet. 

Sam. True, and therefore women, being the weaBeft. 

veffels, are ever thruft to the wall :■ therefore I wiltf 

jmfh Montague's men from the wall, and thruft his maid* 
to the wall. 

Greg. The quarrel is between our matters, and ni 
their men. 

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will fhew myfelf a tyrant : when 
I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the 
maids, and cut off* their heads. 

Greg. The heads of the maids ? 

Sam. Af y the headtfofthe maids, or their maidenfceikfe^ 
take it in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. They mull take it in fenfe, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they (hall feel, while I am able to ftand : 
and, 'tis known* f am a pretty piece of fleflT. 

Greg. 'Tis well thou art not fifh : if thou hadft,. thou 
hadft. been Poor Jjhn. Draw thy tool* here cornea of; 
the houfc of the Montagues. 

Enter Abram ani Balthafar. > 

Sam. My naked weapon is out ; quarrel, I will back 
thee. 

G eg. How : turn thy back and run ? 

i>am. Fear me not. 

G eg. No, marry: I fear thee! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our fidts : let tfcehi t>$giiii, 

Gre$. \ will frown as I pafs by, and let them take it 
as they lift. • 

Sam. Nay,, as they dare, I will bite mv thumb an- 
them, which is a difgrace to them if they bear it. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at u&, Sir ? 

Sam., I do bite my thumb, Sis; 

Mr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 

Sam. Is the law. on our fide, if 1 fay, ay? 

Greg. No. 

Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sirfc 
but I bite my thumb, Sir. 

Greg. Do you quarrel, Sir ? 

Abr. Quarrel, Sir? no,. Sin 

SiTn\ 



I 



r 



Iftrwro end fv LiBT. 9 

Sam. If you do, Sir, I am for you ; I ferve as good a 
mail, as you. 
Mr. No better. 
Sam. Well, Sir. 

Enter BenvoKo* - 

Greg. Say, better: here comes one of my mailer's 
kinfmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, Sir. 

Mr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
fwafliing blow. [1 w hey fight. 

Ben. Part, fools> put up your fwords* you know not - 
what you do. 

Enter Tybalts 

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among thefe* heartlefsT 
hinds ? 
Turn thee, Benvolie, look upon thy death. 

Ben. 1 do but keep the peace ; put up thy fword, 
Or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tyb. What drawn, and talk of peace ? I hate the word * 
As I hate hell, ail Montagues and thee : - 
Have at thee, coward. • • - [ Fight* • 

Enter three or four citizens with clubs* 

Cit: Clubs, bills, and partiftnsi flrikei beat them-" 
down! 
Sown with the CapuUts, down with the Montagues ! 

Enter old Capttlet in his gown 9 and lady Capulet/ 

Cap. Whatubife is this? give me my Ion? fword, ho ! - 
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch: — why- call you for a x 

fword ? ■ 
Cap. My fword, I fay: Old Montague is come, • 
An4 flourifhe* his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Montague, and Lady Montague* - 

1 Mon. Thou villain, Capulet- Hold me not, let 2 

me go* 

ha. Mon. Thou (halt not ftir a foot to feek a foe. - 

A 5. Enur'-' 



io Ro nue o and J u l i mv 

Enter Prhtef, <u.tlb attendants. 

Prin. Rebellious fubje&s* . enemies to peace, . 
Prophaners of this neighbour-flained.ileel.-r— 
Will they not hear ?, what ho I you men, you beaHs*- 
That quench -the. fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains ifluing from your verns ; „ 
On pain of torture, from thofe bloody hands 
Throw your mif-temper'd weapons to the ground, % 
Aad.hear the fentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil broils, bred ofan airy word, 
Hy thee, old C pulet, and Mont >gut, 
Have thrice diiturb'd the quiei of our flreets ; v 
And made Veronals ancient citizens 
Caft by their grave, befeeming, ornaments ; . 
To wield old .partizans, .in hands as old, , 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred hate iz 
J f ever you difturb our ftreets agaia,^ 
Your lives (halL.pay the forfeit of the peace. - 
For this time all the reft. depart away, v 
You, Ctf/«///, lhall go along with me ; . 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon,. 
To know our further pleafure in this cafe, n 
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place : 
Once, more, on pain of death, all mea depart* 

££****/ Pri*c$ WGapulety &c~~ 

la. Men. Who fet this ancient quarrel new abroach 5,: 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben. Here, were the fcrvants of your adverfaiy,, 
And yours, clpfe fighting, v ere I did approach ;^ 
1 drew to part them : In the inflant came 
The fiery iybalt, with his fword prepar'd, 
Which, as he oreath'd defiance to my ears, 
He fwung about his head, and cut the winds : . 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hifs'd him in fcorn. 
Vfhile we were interchanging thrufts and blows, 
Came more and mere,. and fought on part and part,. 
Till the Princfrcame, who parted either part. 

La.. 
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Romeo and Julie t;~ i i 

La. Mon. O where is Romeo / Saw you him to-day ? 
Right-glad am J, he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp'd Sun (2) ' 
fter'd through the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled mind drew me to walk abroad : 
Where underneath the grove of fycamour, « 
That weftward rooteth from the city fide, -.» 
So early walking did I fee ypur fon. 
Tow'rds him I made f but he was 'ware of me,' 
And ftole into the covert of the wood. - 
J, meafuring his affections by my own, 
(That mod are bufied when they're moll alone) 
Purfued my humour, not purfumg him ; (3) * 
And gladly ihun'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there-been leen 
With tears augmenting the frefh morning-dew ; 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fighs : ' 
But all fo foon as the all-cheering fun 
Should, in the fartheft eaft r begin to draw * 
The ftiady curtains from Aurora' shzdi ; . ~ 
Away from light fteals homemy heavy ion,* . 
Atfd- private in-his chamber pens himfelf ; 
Shots up his windows, locks fair day -light out, r 
And makes hinvfeif an artificial night. • • 

(x > an hour before the worfhipfd Sun 

Pter* d through the golden window-ofihe Eafi,\ k 

A trembled mind drew me from company;] This it a reading only 
of Mr, Pope**, as far as I can trace, who had » mrnd to make Ben* 
ntolio a greater rake than we have reafon to think him from any fub- 
fcquent inilance. Whar> in company an hour before daylight ? What 
odd kind of companions muft this Benvolh have confuted with r • 
This reading .very reafonably -fed uced Mr. Warburton into an Lnge» 
nious conjecture ; ; 

A troubled mind drew me from canopy : 
i. e. from bed. But I have reftor'd the text of all the old copies.. 
Beavolio,btin% troubled and not able to fleep, rofe an hour before day, 
and went into the open air to amufe himfeif. 

(3) Purfued my humour, not pmfu'ing his.] But Benvofio did purfue 
his ; for Romeo had a mind to be alone, fo had Benvolto : and there* 
fore as Dr. Thlrlby accurately obferves, we ought to correct, He did 
act purfue Romeo . 

A 6 * Black 



ifc It d &£& attd Jtrt fE t£ 

Black and portentous muft this humour prove, 

Unlefs good counfel may the caufe remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the caufe F 
Man. I neither know it* nor cart learn it 6f hint.. 
2?*». Have you importtf n*d Him by any means rV 
Afo». Both by myfelf arid iriahy other friends ;< 

But he, his own aiFe&whs^counfeHoiv 

Is to himfelf, 1 will not fay, how true; 

But to himfelf fb fecret and fb dofe, 

So far from founding and difcovery ; 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, (4) 

Ere he can fpread his. fweet leaves to the air,. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fum 

Could we but learn from whence his forrows grow,. 

We would as willingly give cure,, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Sec f where he comes: fo pleafe you, (lep afit 
1*11 know his grievance, or be much deny'd. 

Mi*. I would, thou wert fd* happy by. thy (lay 
To hear true mriffc Come, Nf adaia, leVs^way . [ Exem 

Ben. Good morrow, coulin. 

Rom. f s the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new llruck nine.. 

Rom. Ah me, fad hours feem long ! 
Was that my father thai went hence fo fail ? 

\\) jfihthi bud, bit &itban cnvrdas <toorik\ 

Ere be can jtridd bis fweet leasee to tht air', 

Or dedicate Bis beauty 10 tbe fame.] T6 /toftfcte ? ■ S ure, a!H 
lovers of Sbakiftcare and poetr} will agree, that this is a very ic 
dragging fiarapUromatie, as the grammarians -Gyle it. Bdt oar Adtl 
generally in hUJimUia is accurate in the chatting of therri, and the 
fore, I believe, would not have overcharged this (6 in/hidfy. Wh 
we corhfe to confide*-, that there is fbrhe power el It bfehdes bdftnj a 
that brings forth, and mikes the tender buds fpread them felvcs, 1 
not think it improbable that the Poet * rote 5 

Or dedicate bis btauty 10 iJbe fun. 
Or, according to the mortobfotete fpelling, yiHwr* ; which brrrjgs 
nearer to tbc traces of the corrupted teict. 1 propos'd this corijectu 
emendation in the Appendix to my Shakisfiari Pe/lor*d 9 a 
Mr; P*6e has embraced it in his lafl edition. 

3 * 



KdNTETO and Jistrit^ 13; 

Fen. It was : what fadnefs lengthens Romeo's hdurs ? 
Roth. Not havmg that, which, having, makes them 
Ben. In love ? [(hort. 

Rom. Ouf ^-^ 

^/r. Of lore? 

Horn. Out cfhct favdur, wKeYft I aft in love. 
Si*. Alas, thatlbvfc, fo gentle ifi his view^ 
Should b£ fo tyrannous add t6Ugh In proof! 

i&«. Alas, that love,, whbfe view is muffiecTftill, - 
Should without e^e's fee path-ways to his will ! 
Where Jhall wd dine ?— O me !— What fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not r for I haV6 heard it all.. 
Here's much to do with hate, bat more with love : 
Why then, O brawling love! O 10vin£hatel 
Oh, any thing of tiethihg firft create! 
O heavy lightnefs ! (erious vaiiity ! 
Mif-fliapen chad* Of well-fe.emihg forms ! 
leather of lead, bri&ht (tkibke, cold fire, iick health ! 
StilUwaking Ikep, that is not what it is ! 
This love feel I, that feel nd IbV-tinthisV 
Doll thou not laugh i 

Ben. No, Qot % l father, weef>. 
Rom. Good hearty at what ? 
Ben. At thy gbfcd hfeart's opjftefliott* 
Rom. Why,, fuch is love's frahl^refeonv-— 
©riefs of hilne Own life heavy ih my breaft ; 
Which thdu Wilt pfof>agate, to have them preft 
With more of thine ; this IbVe, that thou hail ihewn, 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a fmoke rais'd with the funie of fighs, 
Being purg'd, a firfc /]>a>klihj* in lovers' eyes ; 
Being ^ext, a fea riburifli'd with lovers' tears f 
What is it elfe ? a madheTs moft difcfeet, 
A choaking gall, and a preferving fweet : 
ifarewel, iny coufin- [Going* 

Be*. Soft, I'll go along. 
And if you leave me (6, you do me wrong. 

R'm. Tut ! I have loft myfelf, I am not here ; 
Tliis is not Rontto 9 he's fome other where. 
Ben. Tell me in fadneXs, who fhe is you love ? 

Rom, 



I4& Romeo and-JuLizT* 

Rom. What, lhall I groan and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan ? why, no ; but fadly tell me, who. • 

Rom, Bid a lick man in fadriefs make his will :— *- 

O word, illturg'd to one that is fo ill ! — »— 

In fadnefs, coufin, I do love a woman. 

Bin. I aim'd fo near, when I foppos'd you- lov\L 
Rom. A right good marks-man ;--and (he's fair, I love — 
Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is fooneft hit. 
Rom. But, in that hit, you mifs; —(he'll not be hit 

With Gupta's arrow ; Jhc hath* Dion's wit : 

And, in ftrong proof of chaftity^ well' arm'd, 

From lo've*s weak childifh bow, five lives unharm'd. . 

She will not (lay the fiege of loving terms* 

Nor 'bide th* encounter of aflaikng eyes, 

Nor ope her lap to faint-feducing gold. 

fhe is rich in beauty ; only poor, , 

That when fhe dies, with her dies Beauty's (lore, (5) 

Ben. Then (he hath fworn , that (hcwill ftili live chafte ?— "" 
Rim. She hath, and in that (paring makes huge wafte^ 

For beauty, ftarv'd with her fe verity, . 

Cuts beauty off from allpoftenty. 

She is too fair, too wife ; wifely too fair, . 

To merit blifs by making .me defpair ; , 

She hath fbrfworn to love, and in that vow. 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be ruPd by me, forge| to-think of her.-. - 

Rom* O, teach me how 1 mould forget to think* 
Ben. By giving libetty unto thine ey«s j . 

Examine other beauties, 
Rom. -*Tis the way 

To call hers (exquinte) in queflion more : . 

1 hofe happy ma&s, that kifs fair ladies' brows, \. 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair* 

(5) Tbat t *vbertjbe dies, vtitb beauty dies her ftdfe.} This* convey* * 
no. faiisfactory idea to me, I have ventur'd-at a flight tranfpbfitiorr, • 
which gives a meaning, warranted,. 1 think, by what Romeo fays in 
his very next fpeech. She is rich in beauty, and if Ac diet a maid, 
ihe cuts off that beauty from its fucceifion. 

For beauty, fiarrfd with her feverity, 

Cuts btauty off from all pofierity. 

He 
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Rom-eo and Juljezp. i$ 

He that is ftrucken blind, cannot forget . 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft* 
Shew me a miftrefs that is palling fair.; 
What doth her beauty ~ferve,.J>ut as a note, s 
Where I may read,, who pafs'd. that paffing fair ? ? 
Iferewel, thou caniLnot teach me. to forget. 
Ben.SU pay that docirine* jar elfe die in debu 

Enter QfyuUu Paris", and Servant. 

Cap. And Montague is bound as well as J 9 , , 
Ih: penalty alike; and 'tis not hacd . 
For men fo old as. we to -keep the. peace. 

Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both*. - 
And, pity 'tis*. you liv'd at odds fo long: 
But now* my Lord, what iay you to my> fuit?. 

Cap. But faying o'er what I have faid before : 
My child is yet a Granger in the world, 
She hath not feen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more fummers wither in their pride, , 
Ere wemay think her ripe to be a bride* 

Par. Younger, than fhe are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too foon marr'd are thofe fo early made : . 
The earth hath /wallowed all my hopes but (he. . 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 
But woo her, gentle Pan's, get her heart, . 
My will to her confent is but a part j 
If (he agree, within her fcope of choice 
Lies my. confent, and fair according voice : 
This night, I hold an old-accuftonvd feaft,. 
Whereto I have invited many a gueft,,. 
Such as I love ; and you, among the (Fore, 
One. more, moft welcome, makes my number more. 
At my poor houfe, look to behold this night 
Earthy treading liars that make dark heaven's light. 
Such comfort as do ldfty young men feel, 
"When well-apparel'd Ap'il on the heel 
Qi limping Winter treads, even fuch delight 
/ jmong frelh female-buds fhall you this night 

Inherit 
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Inherit at my houfe ; hear all, all Tee, 
And like her moil, whofe merit moil mall be : 
Which on more view of many, mine, being one, . 
May Hand in number, tho' in reckoning none. 
Gome, go with me. Go> firrah, trudge about, . 
Through fair Verona ; find thofe perfons out 
Whofe names are written there ; and to them fay, - 
frffy houfe and welcome on their pleafure (lay. 

[Exeunt Capulet and Paris/ 
Serv. Find them out, whofe names are written herei 
—It is written, that the Shoemaker mould meddle 
with his yard, and the Taylor with his laft, the Fiiher 
with his pencil, and the Painter with his nets, But I 
am fent to find thoie perfons whofe names are here writ ; 
and can never find What names the writing perfon hath * 
here writr I muft to the Learned.-*-In good time,— 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo- 

Bin, Tut, man! one fire bums out another's burning, ? 
One pain is lefferi'd by another's anguifh : 
Turngiddy, and be hdp'd by backward turning ; 

One defperate grief cure with another's languifh : - 
Take thou fotoe new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poifon of the old will die. 

Rom. Your plantafc leaf is ertcellefat for that. - 

Ben. For What, tffraythee? 

Rom. For your broken (bin. 

Ben. Why, RomJo, art thou mad ? 

Rem. Not mad, but bound more than a mad-man is : 
Shut up in prifon, kept without my food, 
Whipt and tormented ; and— Good e'en, good fellow. 

[lo the Servant. - 

Serv. God gi' good e'en : I pray, Sir, can you read ? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune is my mifery. 

Serv. Perhaps, you have learn'd it without book : 
but, I pray, 
Can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser<v. Ye fey honeftly, reft you merry. -^— 

Rom. Stay, fellow, 1 can read. 



Koktbo and Jubiet^ tj 

[He rbadi the ktt^r.] 

ST^r/or MartiAov W A// «£W(/> and dattgbt&s : Count 
Anfelm and to hiakteUs JifleYs \ the lady <wid4iv o/Vi- 
truvitf ; %*/#• PbfcftAtto, *tff£/j W/j> *rW*i r Mercatto- 
and bit hmbtr Vrffefltine j Hifltf »**/* Capulet, to «a-//> N 
and daughters ; m) fait niece Rofklitie ; Litis; ; oVVw/V Va- 
ientio, and bis eoufin Tybalt ; Lucio, and the lively Helena- 
A fair affeiribty ;, whither fhookl they edme ? (6) 

S*rv.. Up. 

Rom. Whither? 

$tr<v. To fupper, to our houfe. 

Rom. Wfotfe froufe * 
v S*r*i>. My mailer's. 

Adz*. Indeed, I ftiould havd aflct you that before. 

$eri>. Now I'll tell you without afldng. My matter is- 
the great xichCap&U/* skid if you be* hot of the houfe o£ 
Montagues , I pray, come add. crufti a cup of wine. Reft 
you merry. [Bxit^ 

Ben. At this fame ancient feaft of Capulet r s 
Sups the fair Rofalint 9 yt\iort\ thou fo loVft ; 
With alf th' admired 1 beauties of Verona. 
Go thither, and, with unattainted eye, 
Compare her face* wifh (bme that 1 mall fliow^ 
Jttid. I will m4ke thee think thy fwah a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 

Maintains fuch falfhobds, then turn tears to fires * 
And thefe, who, often dfown'd, could never die,. 

Tfkrilpafent hereticks, be burnt for liars ! 
<hie fairer' than my love ! ih* all-feeiiig Sun 
Ne'er faw her match, fihee firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut ! tut ! you (aw her fair, none elfe being by j. 
Serielflpbis'd with, herfelf* in either eye : 

(6) A fair ajfembty :. tobttbtr Jkmdd they €0*e& 

Serv. Up. 

Rom. ffontheri to Topper? 

. Serv. *To our boufi.] Ramto had read over the lift of invited fuefts? 
but he muft be a prophet, to know, tbey were invited to fupper* This 
comes much more aptly from theftrv*/i?s anfwer, than Rmeo't ques- 
tion j and muft undoubtedly be pla«e4 to hia. MuJVarburttm. 



( 



»£ Romeo and Jul ;ie t. 

But in thofe cryftal fcales, let there be weigh'd 
Your lady-rove againil fome other maid, (7) 
That I will fhew you, mining at this feafl> 
And fhe will fhew fcant well, that now fhews beft 
Rom. 1-11 go along, no fuch fight to be (hewn, 
But to rejoice in fplendor of mine own, [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes /a Capttle*Y/fci{/k 

Enttr- Lady Capulct, and Node. 

%*-C*h 'VTURSE, where's my dau^iter.? call her 
Jl\ forth to roe. 

Nurfe. Now (by my maiden-head, at twelve years old}? 
I' bade her. come ; what, lamb, — what, lady-birdVGod 
forbid ! where*s this girl ? what, Juliet ? 

Enter Juliet* > 

Jul. How now, who calls ? 

Norfe. Your mother.* 

Jut. Madam, 1 am here, what is your will ? 

La. Cap. This is the matter Nurfe, give leave a 

while, we muft talk in fecret ;, Nurfe, come back again, 
] have remember'd me, thou malt hear our counfel: thou 
know'ft my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurfe. Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap. b he's: not fourteen. 

AfrrAvFH lay fourteen of my teeth, (and yet to my 
teen be it fpoken, 1 have but four ;) ihe's not fourteen; 
how long is it now ro.Z^«MKaj-tide I 

La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurfe. Even or odd; of all days in the year, come 
Lammas- eve at night, fliall fhe be fourteen. St/am and 

j 7 ) let there be weigh* d 

Tour lady's love againft fome other maid.] But the compari fott was - 
not to be betwixt the love that Romeo's miftreft paid him, and the, : 
perfon- of any other young woman : but betwixt Romeo' 1 miftrefs ber- 
felf, and fome other that tfiould be match' d againft her. The Poet t 
therefore mrtft certainly have wrote r 

Tour lady-love eigaioft fome other maid.- 
So.the compatifon ftanda right, and fenfibly. 
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fte (God reft all chriftian fouls ?) were of an age. Well, 
Sufa* is with God, (he was too good for me. But as- 1 
faid, on Lammas- eve at night (ball (he be fourteen, that- 
(hall (he, marry^I remember it well. Tis fince the 
earthquake now eleven years, and (he was wean'd, t 
never (hall forget it, of all the days in the year, upon 
that day ; for I had then laid worm-wood to my dug, 
fitting in the fun under the dove- ho u& wall, my Lord 
and you were then at Mantua nay r I do bear 

brain. But, as. I faid, when it did tafte the worm wood 
on the nipple of my, dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool, 
to fee it teachy, and fall out with the dug. Shake, quoth 
the dove-houfe— — 'twas no need, I trow, to bid 
me trudge ; and fince that time: it is elevea years, for 
then (he could Hand alone ; nay, by th* rood, (he could 
liave run, and waddled all about ; for even the day be- 
fore (he broke her brow, and then my hufband, (God 
be with his foul, a' was a merry man;) took up the 
child ; Yea, quoth he, doll thou fall upon thy face ? thou 
wilt fall backward, when thou haft- more wit, wilt thou 
not, JmU ? and, by my holy dam >z the pretty wretch left 
crying, and faid, Ay* To fee now, how a jell (hall come 
about. — 1 warrant, an ? I fhould live a thoufand years, 
I mould not forget k : Wilt thou- not, J.uU ? quoth he: 
and, pretty fool, it (tinted, and faid,. A y* 

La .Cap. Enough of this, J pray thee, hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes, Madam y yet I cannot chafe but laugh, to 
think it (hould leave, crying,, and (ay, Ay ; and yet, I 
warrant, it had upon its brow a bump as big as a young 
cockrel's Hone :. a perilous knock, and it cried bitterly. 
Yea, quoth my hufband, fall'ft upon thy face ? thou 
wilt fall backward when thou comeft to age, wilt thou. 
fl.at,. Jule ? it dinted, and faid, Ay. 

JuL And (lint thee too, I pray thee,, nurfe, fay I. 

Nurfc.. Peace, I have done : God mark thee to his, 
grace ! 
Thou waft the prettieft babe, that e'er I nurft. 
An' I might live to fee thee* married orice, 
Ehave my wifh. . " . 

La.-Ca t u And that f Im^ n>arriage U thft vsrj ^m^ v 
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J eashe to talk of. Tell me, daughter JuUet,. 
How Hands your difpofitaoii to be married ? 

Jul It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nur/e. An honour ? were not I thine only nurie, 
Pd fay, thou hadft (kck'd wifdom from thy teat. 

La. Cap* Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
Here in Verona,, ladies of efteem, [than yoe 

Are made already mothers* By my count, 
I was your mother much upon theie years 
That you are now a maid;. Thus, then, in brief; > 
The valiant Paris feeks you for his lore. 

Nur/e. A man, young lady, lady, fach a man 
As all the world— —Why, he's a man of wax. 

La. Cap. Verona's fummer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nwfe. Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La. Cap. What fay you, can you like the gentle- 
man ? (8) 
This night you (hall behold him at our feaft ; 
Read o'er the volume of young Paris* face, 
And £nd delight writ there with Beauty's pen j 
Examine ev'ry fev'ral lineament* 
And fee, how one another lends content:- 
And what obfcur-d in this fair volume lies/ 
Find written in the margent of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover, . 
To beautify him only lacks a cover. 
The fifti lives in the lea, and 'tis much pride, 
For fair without the fair within to hide. 
That book in many eyes doth fhare the glory, 
That in gold clafps locks in the golden ItOry. 
So, (hall you ftiare all that he dotirpoflefs, 
By having him, making yourfelf no lefs. 

Nur/e. No lefs ? Nay, bigger ; women grow bv men* 

La ^ Cap. Speak briefly, can vou like of Paris* love r 

Jul. I'll look, to like, if looking liking move. 

(8) What fa put On yku /ike the gt*lk*tan t ] This Jptech e 
lady Capuletj tbo' I cannot readily commend it, yet I could no 
conceive I had any authority to leave it out. I have reftor'd mart 
other paffages in this play, AOt of the beft ftauip, .but fdr the fan* 
rctfiifl*. 

Bu 
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Skit no more deep will I iadart mine eye. 
Than your content gives (treegth to make it fly. 

Enter 4 StnufMt* 

Semt. Madam, &e gaefts are come, (upper fervM up, 
^ypu call'd, my yovag lady aflt'd for, the nurfe curft in 
the pantry, and eveiy thing ia extremity. I muft hence 
rto wait; I befeech you, fellow ftrait. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the County ftaya, 
Nwfe. Go, girl, leek happy nights to happy days. 

[Exeunt. 

USCENE, a Street before Cb^tf* Hiufi. 

. Enter Romeo, Mwcutio, Benvolip, with five or fat 
other majkeru iwcbtbwtrs, anddrumu 

•;&*,? T7HAT, maH this fpeech be (poke for our 
W Or mail we en without apology? [excufe-? 
Be*. The date is oat of fuch prolixity. 
^Ve'U have no C&^«kood-wk&'d with a &ar£ 
Bearing a Tartar** painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper : (o) 
s £Nor a without book prologue faintly 4poke 
|fc£ -After the prompter, tor oar entrance. 

iBut let them meafcre us by what they will, 
•We'll meafure them a mea&re, and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling. 
/Being but heavy, I will bear the light* • 

Mtr. Nay, gca&e Bemto, we maft have you dance. 
. Rom. Not J, believe me ; you have dancing (hoes 
'With jumble felee ; I have a foul of lead, 
:So (lakes me to the ground 1 cannot move. 

Mer. You are. a. lover; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And (bar with them above a common bound. 

£9) Scaring the /adits like a eowkeeper.] I led Mr. Pope into this 
miftaken reading, which I once thought the true-one, before I fully 
rtu^derftoQd the pij&gc. $n* I have ff»v>, tfca t cr*vo-keep*r 9 whjch 
pbtTeiles all the old copies, is the genuine reading of the Poet, in my 
.49th note on Kin&Lear, 

Roth. 
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Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his (haft,. 
To (bar with his light feathers: and fo bound > 
1 cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy burden do I fink. 

Mtr. And to fink in it* fhould you burden love : 
Too great oppreffion for a tender thing ! 

Rom. h love a. tender thing ? It is too rough, 
Too rude, too boiit'rous ; -and it pricks like thorn* 

Mtr. If love be rough with you, J>e rough with love ; 
Prick love for pricking, and you -beat love down. 
Give me a cafe to put my viiage in; 

[rV/wp/ off his mafiu 
A vifor for a vifor!— what care I, 
What curious eye doth quote deformities f 
Here are the beetle-brows (hall Jblufti for me. 

Ben. Come, knock and enter ; and no fooner in, 
But ev*ry man betake him to his legs. 

Rcnu A torch for me* Let wantons, light of heart, .. 
Tickle the fenfelefs rufhes with their heels ; 
For I am proverb'd with a grandfire-phrafe ; 
1*11 be a candle-holder, and look on. 
The game was ne'er fo fair, and I am done. 

Met. Tut! dun's the moufe* the conftable's own word; 
If thou art dun* we'll draw thee from the mire ; 
Or, fave your reverence, love, wherein thou iHck'ft 
Up to thine ears : come, we burn day-light, ho* 

Rom. Kay, that's not fo. 

Mir. I mean, Sir, in delay 
We burn our lights by light, and lamps by day* 
Take our good meaning, for our judgment fits 
Five times in that, ere once in our fine wits* 

Rem. And we mean well in going to this ma(k ; 
Bat 'tis no wit to go* 

Mer B Why, may one afk? 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night* 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Rom. Well ; what was yours ? 

Mer.. That dreamers often lie* 

Rom.— in bed aileep ; while they do dream things true* 
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lifer. O, then I fee, Queen Mab hath been with you. ( i o) . 
36he is the Fancy's midwife, and (he comes . 
In fhape no bigger than an agat-ifone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman ; 
Drawn with a team of little atomies. 
Athwart mens' nofes as they lie afleep : 
tier waggon-fpokes made of long ipinners' leg$ ; 
The cover, of the wings ofgraflioppers ; 
The traces, of the fmalleft fpidcr's web ; 
The collars, of the moonfhine's watry beams ; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lam* of film ; 
Her waggoner a fmall grey-coated gnat, 
_Not half fo big as a round little worm, 
Prickt from the lazy finger of a maid. 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 
Made by the joiner ujuirrel, or old grab, 
Time ont of mind the fairies' coach-makers x 
And in this ftate the gallops,, night by night, 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love z 

(io) 0, then I fie, tauten Mab hath been with yon : 
She is the fairies 9 midwife.] Thus begins that admirable fpeech upon , 
the effe&s of -the imagination in dreams. But, Queen Mab the 
dairies midwife ? What is flic then Queen -of * Why, the fairies* 
I What ! and their midwife too ? Sure, this is a wonderful condefcen- 
P -Aon in her Royal Highnefs. Hut this is not the greateft of the ab- 
surdities. The fairies* midwife t But let us fee upon what occafion 
fl* is introduced, and under what quality. Why, as a Being that 
-Jias great power over human imaginations. But then according to 
-the Jaws of common fenfe, if flie has any title given her, muftnot 
-that title have reference to the employment flie .is put upon ? Firft, 
-then, (he is called Queeiu wjiich isvvery pertinent ; for that deflgos 
hcr-power: then ike is called the furies midwife; but what has 
that to do with the point In hand? If we would think that Shake/-. 
fear* wrote /enfe, we muft fay, he wrote— the Fancy** midwife j 
and this is a title the moft apropos in the world, as it introduces all 
that, is-.faid t afcerwards of her vagaries. Betides, it exactly quad* 
.rates with thefe lines : 

■ I talk of dreams ; 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantafie. 
Thefe dreams are begot upon fantafie, zndMab is the midwife to 
'facing them forth. AndFoafyV midwife is a phrafe altogether in the 
^manner of our Author. Mr. IVarburtwu 

On 
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On courtiers' knees, that dream on curdles ftrart ? 

O'er lawyers fingers, who'ftrait dream on fees i 

O'er ladies 9 lips, who flrait on kHTes dream, 

Which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 

Becaufe their breaths with fweet-meats tainted are* 

Sometimes flie gallops o'er a lawyer's nofe, 

And then dreams he of /melling oat a fuit : 

And fometimes copies me with a tithe-pig's tail. 

Tickling the parfon as he lies afleep ; 

Then dreams ne of another benefice. ' __ 

Sometimes me driveth o'er a foldier** neck, 

And then he dreams of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambufcadoes, tyanijb blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep; (* and then anon 

Drums in his ears, a£ which he ftarts and wakes % 

And, being thus frighted, fwears a prayer or two, 

And ileeps again. This is that very faab 9 

That plats the manes of hprfee in the night, 

And cakes the elf-locks in foul fluttifh hairs, 

Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes* 

This is the bag, when maids lie on their backs, 

That prefles t&eni, and learn* tfrem ftrft to tear* ^ 

Making them women ♦f goed carriage : 

This is me—— • . 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace £ 
Thou taUc'ft of nothing. 

Mar. True, 1 talk o? dreams ; 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 

( jl) Ofbreacbety ambufcadoes, Spanifh blades, 
€Jf healths five fathom deep j j hi the generality of tjie terms, couplet 
here, have a reference to the wars, fame ingenious perfons have con- 
jectured that our Poet wrote j 

Of del res five fathoms deep ;— — 
i.e. Trenches 5 places M-vd, or dug down. But, with fujbmiffion,? 
conceive the text to be fincere as it is; and alludes to drinking deep * 
to a miftrefs*s health. J find the like expreflion in ffyhvardrhoe, a 
comedy wrote in our Author* s time. 

Troth» Sir, my roatfer and Sir Gofiin are guzzling j they are d?t>- 
bling together fathom deep. The knight tjas drunk fo much £*i/r£ 
to the gentleman yonder on his -knees, that he iu;h almoft loft the 
ufe of his legs. 

Begot 
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Begot of nothing, but vain phantafy ; 

Which is as thin of fabftance as the air, 

And more unconftant than the wind ; who wooea 

Ev'n now the frozen bofom of the north, 

And, being angerM, puffs away from thence, 

Turning his face to the dew-dropping fouth. 

Ben. This wind, yon talk of, blows us from ourfclvei | 
Sapper is done, and we fhaU come too late. 

Rom. I fear, too early ; for my mind mttgives, 
Some confequence, yet hanging in the ftars, 
Shall bitterly begin his feairol date 
With this night's rtveis ; and expire the term 
Of a defpifed life tiesM in my breaft, 
By fome vile forfeit of untimely death. 
But he, that hath the fteerage of my courfe, 
Direct my fait! On, lufty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, drum. 

[Tbeyjnarxb mbeut the Stage, ami ExtueeU 

.SCENE changes to a Hall in CapuleiV Hottft. 

Enter Servant/^ with Napkins. 

1 &r*.TT7Here , <s Potpan, that he helps not to take 
VV away; he fhift a tsescher ! he fcrape a 
trencher! 

-2 Strv. When good manners fhall lie all in one or two 
men's hands, and jthey unwaih'd too, 'tis a foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-ftools, remove the court* 
cup-board, look to the plate : good thou, fave me a 
piece of march-pane ; and, as thou loveft me, let the 
porter let in on/an Grinejftont, and NelL Antony, and 
Potpan 

2 Strv. Ay, boy, ready. 

1 8er<v+ You are leok'd for, call'd for, aik'd for, and 
fought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too ; cheerly, 
boys; be briika while, and the longer liver take all. 

[ Exeunt. 

Vojt.VIII. J Enter 
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Enter all the Guefts and Ladies^ nuitb (Jbe mafkers. 

1 Gap. Welcome, gentlemen. Ladies, that have your 
feet 
Unplagu'd with corns, we'll have a bout with you* 
Ah me, my miflrefles, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance.? She that makes dainty, 
I'll fwear, hath corns ; am 1 come near you now ? 
Welcpme, all, gentlemen ; I ? ve feen the day 
That I have worn a vifor, and could tell - ■ 
A whifpering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as would plesfe .: 'tis gone ; 'tis gone; 'tis gone ! 
\Mufick f>ia*s t and they dance. 
More light, ye knaves, and turn the tables up ; 
-And quench the fire* the room is grown too hot* 
Ah, Sirrah, this unlook'dVfbr fport comes well* 
Nay, fit ; nay, fit, good coufin Capukf, 
• For you and j are paft our dancing days : 
How long is't now fince laft yourfelf and I 
Were in a maflt ? 
' 2 Cap. Sy'r lady, thirty years, 
i Car. What, man ! 'tis not fo much, 'tis not fo much ; 
'Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecoft a* quickly as it witf,' ; l '. 
.Some five and twenty years;, and then we ma£'d. 

i Cap. *Tis more, 'tis more ; his fon is elder. Sir : 
< His fon is thirty. 

i Cap,. Will you tell me, that? 
-His fon was but a ward two years ago* 
; Ro*. What lady's that* which doth enrich the hanA 
Of .yonder knight^ 
. :$er*v* I know not,. Sir* . 

Rom. O, (he doth teach the torches to burn bright; 
Her beauty hangs upon the .chesk of night. 
Like a rteh jewel in ai* & ihwph ear : f 

Beauty too rich for ufe, fbr earth too dear ! 
SO (hews a fnowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows fhows. 
The meafure done, I'll watch her place of ftand, 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 

' Did 
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Lid my heart love till now? forfwear it, fight ; 
I never faw true beauty till this night. 

7yb. This by his .voice fhoul4.be a Montague. 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : what ! dares the flavc 
Come hither cover'd with an an tick face,, 
To fleer and fcorn at our folemnity ? 
Now by the flock and honour of my kin, 
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a. fin. 

Cap. Why, how nowj kinfman, wherefore ftorm you fo ? 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, pur foe : 
A villain, that is hither come in fpight, 
Tq fcorn at our folemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo, is't ? 

Tybi That villain #»***. 

C«/. Content thee* gentle coz, let him alone ; 
He bears him like a portly, gentleman : 
And, to fay truth* Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous arid weU-gwem'd yoHth. 
I would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my houfe, do him diiparagement. 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him ; 
It is my will, the which if thou refpect, 
Shew a fair prefence, and put off thefe frowns, 
An ill-befeeming femblance for a feaft. 

Tyb. J t fits, when fuch a villain is a guefL 
I'll not endure him. 

Cap. He fhall be endur'd. 
What, goodman boy — 1 fay, he fhall. Go to ■ ■ 
Am 1 the m after here, or you ? go to— — - 
You'll not endure him ! God fhall mend my foul, 
You'll make a mutiny among my puefte ! 
You .will fet cock-a*hoop ? you'll be the man ? 

Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a ihame. 

Cap. Goto, goto, ,- 

You are a fawcy boy - — is't fo, indeed ? 
This trick may chance .to fcathe you ; J know what. 
You mufl contrary me ! Marry, 'tis time. 

Well faid, my hearts ;-• You are a princox, go :-*- 

Be quiet, or (more )ight, more light, for fhame) 
J'J,! make you quiejt — What ? cheerly, my hearts* 

B 2 ^ 
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Tyb. Patience perforce, with wilful choler meeting. 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw ; but this intrufion (hall, 
Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. 
Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand (12) 

[To Juliet 
This holy (hrine, the gentle fine is this ; 
My lips, two bluftiing pilgrims, ready ftand. 

To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kifs. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion thews in this ; 
For faints have hands that pilgrim*' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kift. 
Rom. Have not faints lips, and holy palmers too ? 

Jut. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they mult ufe in prayer* 
Rom. O then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do : 
They pray, (grant thou) left faith turn to defpair. 
Jul. Saints do not move, vet grant for prayers' fake. 
Rom. 7 hen move not, while my prayers' effect I take ; 
Thus from my lips, by thine, my fin k purg'd. 

\Kiffing her, 
Jul. Then have my lipe t!he fin that late thev took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips ! O trefpafs, fweetly urgM-l 
Give me my fin again. 
Jul. You kifs by th' book. 

Nur/e. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother? [To her Nwje, 

Nurje. Marry, bachelor, 

{\r) If I prof ant with my unworthy hand 
Tbis Uly /brine, the gentle fin is this, 

My lips, two blujbing pilgrim, &c] All profanations are (uppos*d to 
be expiated either by feme meritorious action, or by Tome penance 
undergone and puniftiment fubmitted to. So, Romeo would here fay, ' 
If I have been profane in the rude touch of my hand, my lips ftand 
ready, at two blura&ng pilgrims, to take off that offence, to atone for 
it, by a fweet penance. Our Poet therefore muft have wrote 

■ 1 ■ the gentle fine is this. 
So, in Two Gentlemen «f Verona. 

My penance is to call Lueetta back, 
And *Jk rcB*0on fox wyfoHy pafi. Mr. Warburte*. 

Hex 
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Her mother is the lady of the houie, 
And a good lady, and a wife and virtuous. 
I nurs'd her daughter, that yon talkt withal : 
I tell you, he, that can lay hold of her. 
Shall have the chink. 
Rom. Is (he a Capulet r> 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is. at the beft. 
Rom. Ay, fb I fear, the more is my unreft. 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 

We have a trifling foolifh banquet towards. 
Is it e'en fo ? why, then, I thank you all. 

1 thank you, honeft gentlemen, good night : 
More torches here— come on, then let's to Jbed, * 
Ah, firrah, by my fay, it waxes late. 

Ill to my reft. [Fxuvt. 

Jul. Come hither, nurfe. What is yon gentleman ? 

Nur/e. The fon and heir of old fiber so. 

Jul. What** he, that now is going out of door ? 

Nur/e. That, as I think, is young Petrucbio. 

Jul. What's he, that follows here, that would not 

Nur/e. I know not. [dance ? 

Jul. Go, afk his name. — If he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nur/e. His name ia Romeo, and a Montague, 
The only fon of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love fprung from my only hate! 
Too early feen, unknown ; and known too late ; 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 
That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nur/e. What's this? what's this ? 

Jul. A rhyme 1 learn'd e'en now 
Of one I danc'd withal. \One calls within, Juliet. 

Nur/e: Anon, anon— - 
Come, itt's away, the Grangers all are gone. [Exeunt. 

Enter CHORUS. 

Now old Defire cjoth on his death-bed lie, 

And young Affection gapes to be his hew •. 

That fair, for which love groan'd fore, and vjou\d* oAe* 
With tender Ju/itt match'd, is now not fair. 

B 3 ^y* 
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Now R«meo is belov'd, and loves again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks : 
But to his foe fuppos'jd he nwft complain, ' 

And me fteaj love?s fweet bait from fearful hooks, 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceft .• * 

To breathe fuch vows as lovers ufe to fweaV ; 
And fhe, as much in love, her means much lcfs, 

To meet her new-belqved any where : 
But paffion lends them power, Time means, to meet ; 
Temp'ring extremities with extream fweet. 

[Exit Chorus. 



ACT II. 

SCENE, Tbi srRRET. 

: Enter Romeo abne* 

Romio. 

CAN I go forward when my heart is here r 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy center out* 

[Exit. 

*Enttr Benyolio, nytib Mercutio. 

Be *u Romeo, my couifa Romes. 

Mer. He is wife, 
And, on my life, hath ftol'n him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard- wall. 
Call, good Metcuth. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. 
Who, Romeo ! humours ! madman ! pafiion ! lover ! 
Appear thou in the likened of a figh, 
Speak but one rhyme, and 1 am fatisfied. 
Cry but Ay me! couple but love and dwe r 
Speak to iny goifip fenus one fair word, 
On? qick-name to her pux-bl\nd foci axi& \\&\s \ 
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(Young Abraham Cupid, he that fliot (o true, ( i *) 

When King Qophetua lov'd the beggar-maid—) 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 

The ape is dead, and I dmjH conjure him. T 

1 conjure thee by Rtfiline's bright eyes, 

By her high fore-head, and her fcarlet lip, 

By her fine foot, ilraight leg, and quivering thigh, 

And the demefnes that there adjacent lie, 

That in thy likenefs thou appear to us. 

Ben, And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mtr. This cannot anger -him :; 'twoald anger him, • 
To raife a fpirit in his miftrefs' circle, 
Of fome ftrange nature, letting it there ftan£ 
'Till fhe had laid it, and conjur*d it down \ 
That were 4bs%e 4*pight» My invocation is 
Honeft and fair, and, in his miflrels > name, 
I conjure only but to raife up him. ■* * 

Ben. Come, te hath hid himfelf among thtfe trees, 
To be cdtffotted with the hum'rous night: . 

Blind is his lorey-and beft. befits die dark. 

Mer. If love be Mind, lo*e catonot hit die mark. \ 
Now will he fit adder a medkr-tree, 
And wifh his mlftrefc were that kind of frail* 
Which maid* call medlars, when they laugh alone.— 
Romeo, goodnight; 1U tb aif truckll^bed, 

(13) Young Abraha«vCopid, hAbat five Jo truly ■'• ■• :■ ' ts. 

Wbtn AT/^Copbeaia/^^^ixggar-maid.J Tho v I: hare not Mt- 7 
turbed -the text, J iprnjeivt, there may be *n error in t byword Abrd T ' * 
v bam. I have no idea, .why Cufid (l»\il$ have thi^ prenomen. I have 
fufpe&ed that the Poet wrote, 

Young auborn Cupid, — — • r tf 
• 1. e. brown- bair* d : becaufe in feveral other paffeges whera auborn 
ihould be wrote, it is printed Abraham in the old books. This old 
ballad of the King enaoiour'd of* the Beggar^ is twice again alluded 
to by our Author in his Lov£\ Labour** Left. 

Arm, Is there not a ballad/ boy, ef the King and the Beggar? 
Moth, The world was guilty of fuch a balla>i, fome three ages fiucq, 
but, I think, now 'tis not to be found. 

And Armado afterwards, in his fuftfcn letter, names both the King 
and the Beggar. 

The magnanimous and mo ft illuflrate KingCo£&e(u^feXrj*,\sy*a 
the pernicious and mo ft jndubitate Beggar Z/ne/ofeboiu 

B41 Ttf* 
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This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep : 
Come, mall we go ? 

Be*. Go then, for 'tis in vain 
To feek him here that means not to be found. [Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to CapuletV Garden. 

Enter Romeo. 
Rem. TTE jells at fears, that never felt* wound— 

XT, But, foft ! what light thro' yonder window 
It is the Eaft, and Juhet is the Sun ! [breaks ? 

[Juliet appears above, at a ivindovj* 
A rife, fair Sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief, 
That thou, her maid, ait far more lair than ihe. 
Be not her maid, Jince ihe is envious : 
Her ve&al livery is but fick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it ; caft it off—* 
She /peaks, yet ihe lays nothing ; what of that I 
Hex eye difcourfes j 1 will answer it ■■ 

1 am jtoo bold, 'tis not to- me flie fpeaks : 
Two of the faireft ftars of aU the heav'n> 
Having ibme bufinefs, do* intreat her eyes 
To .twinkle in their fpheres 'till they return* 
What if her eyes were these* they in her head? 
I&e .brightnefs of her cheek would Jhasne thofe ftar*> 
As day-light doth a lamp ; her eyes in heav'n 
Would thtwigh the airy region (beam fo bright, 
That i>irds would fing, and think h were not night : 
JSee, how (he leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O that I were jl glove upon that hand, 
That 1 might .loach that cheek ! 

JuL Ah -me-! 

ft?*** She fpeaks. 
Oh, ipeak again, bright angel ! for thou art (14) 

^14) 0,/ptdktigoht hrigbt angel! for thou art 
J9s glorious to this night,] Tho* all the printed copies concur in tbi* 
tearfiog, yet the latter part of the JimMt feems to require, 

Aigloriwt to this fight ; 
jrflJ -therefore I have ventur'd to alter the text fo. i.e. Thou ap- 
pear'ir, over my head, at glorious to my eyes, as an angel in thq 
eJoade to mortals that flare 4i» at bin* it'vxh %dn»xaxwx. 

&% 
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As glorious to this fight, being o'er my head, 
Ae is a winged meffengcr from heav'n. 
Unto the white-upturned, wondring, eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he beftrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And fails upon the bofom of the air. 

Jul. O Romeo* Romeo, — wherefore art thou Rome*? 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be bat fwora my love, 
And PH no longer be a Capulet. 

Rem. Snail 1 hear more, or (hall I fpeak at this? 

Jul. 'Tis but Ay name that ts my enemy : 
Thou art thyfelf, though not a Montague. 
What's Montague f it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Kor arm, nor face — nor any other part. 
What's in a name ? that which we call a rofe, 
By any other name would fmell as fweet. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title J Romeo 9 quit thy name ; 
And for thy name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myfelf. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 
Call me bat lore, and 111 be new baptiz'd, 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that thus, befcreen'd in night, 
£o ftumbieft on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myfelf, 
Becanfe it is an enemy to thee. 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the found. 
Art thou not Rome^ and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, iair faint, if either thee diflike. 

Jul. How cam'ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore i 
The orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou ait, 
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If any of my kinfmen find thee here. 

Ro. With love's light wings didlo'er-perch thefe walls, 
For (tony limits cannot hold love out ; 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

JuL If they do fee thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye,, 
Than twenty of their fwords j look thou but fweet, 
And I am proof againft their enmity. 

Jul. 1 would not for the world, they faw thee here. 

Rom, I have night's cloak to hide me from their eyes, 
And but thou love me, let them find -me here ; 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
1 han death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whole direction found* ft thou out this place ? 

Rom. By love, that firft did prompt ma tp enquiry; 
He lent me counfel, and I lent him eyes : - 

1 am no pilot, yet wert thou as far . "" 

As that vaft fhore, wafh'd with the far theft fea, 
I would adventure for fuch merchandife. 

Jul. Thou know'ft, the maflc of night is on my face, 
Rife would a maiden-bluih bepaiat ^\y cheek. . 
For that which thou haft heard jne {peak tonight. 
Fain would I dwell on form ; fain, fain* deny 

What I have fpoke but farewe} compliment ! ' 

Doft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay, ay; 
And I will take thy word — -yet if thou fweajr'ft. 
Thou may'ft prove falfe ; at lovers' perjuries, (1.5) 

(15) . ■ At lover C perjuries, 

7bey fay, Jove laughs.]' This remark our Poet, probably, borrow'd 
from Ovid 1 

Jupiter ex alto Perjoria ridet Avanfonu 

Pe df. Amfiudi % U, i, 635. 
Or clfe from Tiiullus, who has the fame fentimentj 
■ ■ Perjuria ridet A man turn 

Jupiter, fif ventos irritaferrejubet. Lib. iii. Eh J. 4 

To this likewife the Greeks ilhided in their proverb, 'AffoHructpu* 
y* %fj.<xoinn&*» HtfytMuSy I remember, in quoting, this proverb, takes 
notice of a circumftancc that I can neither recoiled, nor trace, in 
He/tod: vix. that he firft feignM that Jupiter and h fwpre to each* 
other. fl-gOTO* l\ 'Ha-iotinc iirXaai, rtk vrtft for AU i£ rvt *ld o/xia-mi. 
Jupiter, we knovr, from fables, often broke his lovt-oathsji fotould v 
M rctlomWy condemn the &a&ke in othm< _ 



\ 
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* They fay, y*w laughs. Oil, gentle Rom**, 
J f thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or if you think, 1 am too quickly won, 
J '11 frown and be perverse, and fay thee nay. 
So thou wilt wooe : but, elfe, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond; 
And therefore thou may'ft think my 'haviour light : 
But truft me, Gentleman, I'll prove more true, . , \ 
Than thofe that have more cunning to be ftrange, 
I mould have been more ftrange, 1 muft confefs, 
But that thou over-heard'ft, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's, paffion ; therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath fo difcovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blefled moon 1 vow, 
That tips with filver all thefe fruit-tree tops— — » 

Jul. O fwear not by the moon, th' inconilant moon,. 
That monthly changes in her circled orh ; 
Left that thy love prove likewife variable 

Pom. What (hall 1 fwear by i 

Jul. Do not fwear at all ; 
Or, if thou wilt, fwear by thy gracious felf* 
Which is the God of my idolatry, T 

And I'll believe thee. ' » . .' 

Rom. If my true heart's love— r- 

Juf* Well, do not fwear — although I joy in thee^ , 
I have no joy of this contract to-night ; 
It is too rafh, too unadvis'd, too fudden, 
Too like the lightning, which doth ceafe to be, 
Ere one can 6y, it lightens — Sweet, good night. 
This bud of love by fummer's ripening breath 
May prove a beauteous flower, when next we mett i ". 
Good night, good night — as fweet repofe and reft 
Come to thy heart, 'as- that -within my breaft ! 

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ? 

Jul. What fatisfadlion panft thou have to-night f 

Rom. Th' exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine; 

Jul. I gave thee mine, before thou didft requeft it ; 
And yet (would, it were to give again. [love ? 

Rem. Wouldft thqu withdraw it? ft* what wum&% 
B 6 >U 
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J J. But to be frank, a£d give it thee agairf, 
And yet I wilh but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundlefs as the (ea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 
The more 1 have, for both are infinite. 
1 hear fome noife within ; dear love, adieu ! 

[Nur/i tails within* 
Anon, good nurfe^—— Sweet Mortague 3 be true : 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit, 

Rem. O bleffed, bleffed night ! 1 am afraid, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream ; 
Too flattering- fwcet to be fubftantiai. 

Re-tnter Juliet above* 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, indeed; 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to-morrow, 
By one that 111 procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot HI lay, 
4tad fellow thee, my love, throughout the world. 

\Wttbin: Madam. 
I come, anon— —'but if thou mean'ft not well, 
1 do befeechtbee — [Within: Madam.] By and by, I 

come 

To ceafe thy fait, and leave me to my griek 
To-morrow will I ie&d. 
-Rom. -So thrive mjr Coal,— — 
JkL A thoufand tiroes, good night. [Ext'K 

Rom. A thoufand times the wbrfe, to want thy light. 
Xove goes towVd love, as fchool-boys from their books ; 
But love from love, tbw*rd« fchool with heavy looks. 

Enter Juliet agaitu 

Jul. Hift ! Romeo % hift ! O lor a falkner's voice. 

To lure this taffel gentle back again 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeak aloud; 
Elfe would I tear the cave where Echo lie*, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarfe than mine* 
With repetition of my Reme<u - - 

Rm+ 
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Rem. It is my love that callsjppon my name, 
How fUver-fweet found lovers^tongucs by night, 
Like fofteft mufick to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo f 

Ronu My fweet V 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Rom* By the hour of nine, 

Jul. 1 will not fail, 'tis twenty years 'till then-* 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom* I et me ftand here 'till thou remember it. 

Jul. I (hall forget, to have thee fall ftand there ; 
Remembring how \ love thy company. 

Rov. And Til ftill ftay to have thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almoit morning, \ would have thee gone. 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor pnfoner in his twilled gyves, 
And with a filk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I wonld, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, fo would I ; 
Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing. 
Good night, good night. Parting is fuch fweet farrow, 
That 1 (hall fay good night, 'till it be morrow. [Exit. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft ! 
*Would I were fleep and peace, fo fweet to reft ! 
Hence will 1 to my ghoftly Friar's clofe cell, 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. ££*//• 

SCENE changes to a Monqfltry. 

Enter Friar Lawrence, with a bajket. 

#W. ^TT^HEgrey-ey'd morn fmiles on the frowning 

X night, 

Check'ring the eaftern clouds with ftreaks of light : 
And darknefs flecker'd, like a drunkard, reels 
fxom forth day's path, and Itian't burning wheels.. 

Now 
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Now ere the fun advance his burning eye, 

The day to chear, and night's dank dew to dry, 

I muft fill up this ofier-cage of ours 

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers; 

The earth, that's Nature's mother, is her tpmb ? 

What is her burying grave, that is her womb j 

And from her womb children of divers kind 

We fucking on her natural bofom find : 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 

In plants, herbs, ftones, and their true qualities. 

Nor nought fo vile, that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth fome fpecial good doth give : 

Nor aught fo good, but, ftrain'd from that fair ufe„ 

Revolts from true birth, tumbling on abufe. 

Virtue itfelf turns vice, being misapplied; 

And vice fometime by action's dignify 9 i, 

Within the infant rind of this fmall flower 

Poifon hath refidence, and med'eine power : 

For this being fmelt, with that fenfe chears each part i 

Being tailed, flays all fenfes with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed foes encamp them ftill 

In man, as well as herbs, Grace and rude Will: 

And where the worfer is predominant, ' 

Full-foon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, fether. 

Fru Benediciiei 
What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 
Young fop* it argues a diftemper'd head 
So foon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And, where care lodgeth, fleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruifed youth with unftuft brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden fleep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlinefs doth me allure, 
Thou art up-rouz'd by fome diflfemp'rature 5 
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Or if not fo, then here I hit it ttght> 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That laft is true, the Tweeter reft was mine. 

Fn\ God pardon fin ! wait thou with Rojalim f 

Rm. With Rof aline r my ghoftly father ? no. 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. [then * 

Fn. That's my good fon : but where haft thou bee» 

Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou afk it me again ; 
I have been feafting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a fudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy phyfick lies ; 
I bear no hatred, bleiTed man, for, lo, 
My interceffion like wife fteads my foe. 

Fn. Be plain, good fon, and homely in thy drift; 
Riddling confeffion finds but riddling (hrift. 

kom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is fet 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet ; 
As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine ; 
And all combin'd ;. fave what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pafs ; but this I pray, 
That thou confent to marry us this day.' > 

Fri. Holy Saint Franci , what a change is here ! 
Is R faline, whom thou didft love fo dear, 
So foon forfaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their* eyes. 
Jtfu Ma>ia ! What a deal of brine 
Hath waflit thy fallow cheeks for Rofalint ? ' ' 

How much fait water thrown away in wafte, 
To feafon love, that of it doth not tafte ? 
The fun not yet thy fighs from heaven clears, " 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancknt ears : , ' r 

Lo,; here upon thy cheek the ftain doth fit " L 

Of an old tear, that is not warned off yet. 
If e'er thou waft thyfelf, and thefe woes thine, 
Thou and thefe woes were all for- Rofaiwe. 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this fentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's nq jfaea^ttti* jik»< ' 

Rom* 
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Rom. Thou chidcPft me oft for loving Rofdine. 

Fri. For doating, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom. And bad'ft me bury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave, 
To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom. I pray thee, chide not : me, whom I low now, 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 
The other did not fa. 

Fri. Oh, (he knew well, 
Thy love did read by rote, and could not fpell. 
But come, young waverer, come and go with me, 
In one refpett I'll thy affiftant be : 
For this alliance may fo happy prove, 
To turn your houfhold-rancour to pure love. 

Rem. O let us hence, 1 Hand on fudden hatfe. 

Fru Wifely and flow ; they (tumble, that run. felt. 

[ExiKitt* 

SCENE changes to the Strebt. 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mtr. \\ THERE the devil mould this Romeo be* 
Y V came he not home to-night ? 

Bin. Not to his father's, I {poke with his man. 

Mer. Why, that fame pale, hard-hearted wench, that 
Rofalint, torments him fo, that he will, fore, run mad. 

Bin. Tybalt, the kinfman to old Capulet, 
Hath lent a letter to his father's hou&. 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben* Romeo will anfwer it. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may anfwer a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will anfwer the letter's mailer, how 
he dares, being dar'd. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead I ftabb'd 
with a white wench's black eye, run through the ear 
with a love-long ; the very pin of his heart cleft with 
the blind bow-boy's but-fhaft; and is he a man to 
encounter Tybalt f 

£m* Why, whatis ?>***/ 

Mtr* 
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Mer. More than prince of cats ? — Oh, he's the cou- 
t^rious captain of compliments ; he fights as you firigf 
pnck'd-fongs, keeps time, diftance, and proportion ; 
*efh his minum, one, two, and the third in your bofom ; 
the very butcher of a C Ik button, a duellift, a dueilift ; 
a gentleman of the very'firft houfc, of the firfl and ie- 
cond caufe ; ah, the immortal paffado, the punto re- 

verfo, the, hay ! 

Ben. The what ? 

Mer. The pox of fuch antick, lifping, ajfecVd phan- 
tafies, thefe new tuners of accents : — " Jefti! a very 
u good blade !— — a very tall man !— a very good 

u whore ! v Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 

grandfire, that we ihould be thus affiitted with thefe 
Strange flies, thefe faihion-mongers, thefe pdrdonntx-moy*s 9 
who ftand fo much on the new form that they cannot fit 
at eafe on the old bench ? O, their bon'jf their bn'sf (16) 

Enter Romeo. 

Sen. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. O fiem, 
fleih, how art thou fifhified ? Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in : Laura to his lady was bnt a 
kitchen-wench ; marry, (he had a better love to be-rhyme 
her : Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra a gipfy, Helen and Hero 
Hidings and harlots : Ihijbk a grey eye or fo, but not to 
the purpofe. Signior Romeo, bonjour ; there's a French 
falutation to your French flop. You gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairly laft night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both : What counterfeit. 
4id I give you ? 

Mer. The flip, Sir, the flip : can you not conceive f 

( 1 6) 0, their bones ! their bones !] Mercutio it here ridiculing thofe 
frencbified fantaftical coxcombs whom he calls pardonntK-moyn aa£ 
therefore, I fufped, here he meant to write French too. 

O, their hon % % I their bofi I 
i. e. How ridiculous they make themfelves in crying out good, and be* 
ing in ecftafies with every trifle : as he has juft defcrib'd them Before* 
— Jefu I a tery good black ! &e • 
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Rem. Pardon, good Mercutio, my bufinefs was great ; 
and in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ft rain courtefy. 

Mer. That's a* much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours 
coaftrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning, to curt'fy. 

Mer. Thou hall moft kindly hit it, 

Rom. A moft courteous expofition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courterjv 

Rom. Pink for flower. ■ 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flower'd* 

Mtr. Sure wit^ follow me this jell, now, tilt thou 
hail worn put thy pump, that when the fingle fole o£ 
it is worn, the jeft may remain, after the wearing* 
fblely lingular. 

Rom. O finglc-fol'd jeft, 
Redely Angular, for the finglenefs ! 

Mer. Come between us, good Ben<volio r my wit faints. 

Rom. Switch and fpurs, 
Switch and fpurs, or I'll cry a match. 

-Mer '4 ~Nay, if our wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I 
am done : for thou haft more of the wild-goofe in one 
of thy wits, than, I am fure, I have in my whole five. 
Was I with you there for the goofe I 

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thing, when 
thou w^ft not there for the goofe. 

Mer. J will bite thee by the ear for that jeft. 

Rom. Nay^ good goofe, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit rs a very bitter fweeting, 
It is a moft £harp fauce. 

Rom. Arid is it not well ferv'd in to a fweet goofe ? 

Mer. O, here's a wit of eheverel, that ftretches from' 
an inch narrow to an ell broad. 

Rom, I ftretch it out for that word broad, which, added 
tttthe goofe, proves thee far and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why, is not this better, than groaning for love ? 
Now thou art fociable ; now art thoii Romeo ; now art 
tfiou what thou art, by art, as well as by nature ; for 
this driveling love is like a great Natural, that runs 
lolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. ' 

Ben. 
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Ben. Stop there, Hap there. 

Mer. Thou defir'fi me to flop in my t*le, againji the 
hair. 

jSk*. Thou wouldft elfe have made th v taje large. 

Mer. O, thou art deceiv'd, i would have made it 
ihPft 5 for I was come to the whole depth of my talc* and 
meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no longer. 

Enter Nurfe, and Peter her Man. 

Rom. Here's goodly geer : a fail I a fail I 

Mer. Two, two, a (hirt and a fmock« 

Nurfe. Peter, 

Ptter. Anon? 

Nurfe. My fan, Pet$r. 

Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face; for her mo's 
the fairer of the two. 

Nurfe. God ye good morrow, gentlemen, 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman* 

Nurfe. Is it good den? 

Mer. Tis no left, I tell yon; for the bawdy hand 
of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurfi. Oat upon you ! what a man are you ? 
' Rem. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made, him* 
felf to mar. 

Nurfe. By my troth) it is well faid : for himfelf to* 
mar, quotha ? Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may mid the young Romeo ? ' 

Rom. 1 can tell you: but young Romeo will be older 
when you have found hint, than he was when you- fought * 
him : I am the youngeft of that name, for fault of a 
worfe. 

Nurfe. You fay well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worft well ? 
Very well took, i'faith, wifely, wifely. 

Nurfe. If you be he, Sir, 
I defire iome confidence with you. (17) 

(17) Idejirffcme con6dcnce iv'ubyott. 

Ben. She wi/I invite bint to fonte {upper.] Mr. Rotve firlf Ypoi1*d«the- 
joak of the fecond line in bis editions, and Mr. Pot>e Vs iem.t*\Y| 
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Aar, She will indite him to fanerfappeft 

Mir. A bawd, atewd, a bawd. So ho !— — 

.fltow. What haft thou found ? 

iWto% No hare, Sir, unlefs a hare, Sir, in a knten pye, 
that is fomething ftale and hoar ere it be fpent. 
An old hare hoar, an old hare hoar, is very good meat 

in Lstit, 
Bat a hare, that is hoar, is too much for a fcore, when it 

hoars ere it be fpent. 
Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'll to dinUc/ 
thither. 

Horn, I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewel, ancient lady : 
Farewel, lady, lady, ladv. [ Exeunt Mercutio, Ben vol io. 

Nnrfe. I pray you, Sir, what fancy merchant was this, 
that was fo full of his ropery ? 

Rom. A gentleman, nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf 
talk, and will fpeak more in a minute, than he will ftaad 
to in a month. 

Nurfe. An* a fpeak any thing againftme, I'M take him 
down an* he were loftier than he is, and twenty fuch 
Jacks : and if 1 cannot, Til find thofe that (hall. Scurvy 
knave, I am none of his flirt-gills ; I am none of hi 
fkains-mates. And thou muft ftand by too, and fuller 
every knave to ufe me at his pleafure ? [Tober man. 

Pet. I faw no man ufe you at his pleafure : if I had, 
my weapon fhould quickly have been out, I warrant 
you. I dare draw as foon as another man, if I fee occa- 
iton in a good quarrel, and the law on my fide. 

faithful to his foot-fteps. All the genuine copies read, at I have ft* 
£or*d to the text; 

She will indite bim to fome fupper. 
Bern/olio, hearing the nurfe knock one word out of joint, humouroufly 
n refolv'd he will corrupt another in imitation of her* Both the 
corruption! are ufed by our Author in other parts of his works. 

Quick, —and I will tell your worihip more of the watt, the next 

time we haye confidence, and of other wooers.- Merry JVivee, Sec. 

Dogb. Marry, Sir, I would have fome confidence with you, that de~ 

terns you nearly. Much Ado, Stc. 

Quick, and be is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head, &c. 

xBenyW. 
N*r/< % 



Romeo and Juliet. 45 

Nurfe. Now, afore God, I am fo vcxt, that ercry 

part about me .quivers Scurvy knave ! Pray you, Sir, 

A word : and as I told you, my young lady bid me en- 
quire you out ; what fhe bid me fay, I will keep to my* 
felf : but firft let me tell ye, if ye would lead her into 
a fool's paradife, as they fay, it were a very gro{* kind 
ofbehaviour, as they fay, for the gentlewoman is young ; 
and therefore if you fhould deal double with her, truly, 
k were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, 
and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady and miflrefs, I pro- 
$eft unto thee— — 

Nurfe. Good heart, and, i' faith, I will tell her as 
. much : Lord, Lord, (he will be a joyful woman* 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurfe ? thou doft not 
niark me. 

Nurfe. I will tell her, Sir, that you do proteft ; which, 
as Ltake it, is a gentleman-like offer. 

Rom. Bid her devife fame means to come to fhrift this 
afternoon ; 

And there me fliall at friar Lawrence 9 cell 
Be fhrivM and married : here is for thy pains. 

Nurfe* No, truly, Sir, not a penny* 

Rom. Go to, 1 fay, you fhalL 

Nurfe. This afternoon, Sir ? well, fhe (hall be th£**v 

Rom. And flay, good nurfe, behind the abby-wail : 
Within this hour my man fhall be with thee, 
And bring thee cords, made like a tackled flair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Muft be my convoy in die iecret night. 
Farewel, be trufty, and I'll quit thy pains* 

Nurfe. Now, God in heav'n blefs thee ! hark you, Sir* 

Rom. What fayeft thou, my dear nurfe ? 

Nurfe. Is your man fecret r did you ne'er hear fay, 
Two may keep counfel, putting one away ? 

Rem. I warrant thee, my man's as true as ftecl. 

Nurfe. Well, Sir, my miftrefc is the fweetefl lady; 
Lord, Lord 1 when 'twas a little prating thing — O,— 
there is a noble man in town, one Paris, that would fain 
lay knife aboard ; but fhe, good foul, had as lieve fee a 
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toad, a very toad, as fee him : I anger her fometimw, 
and tell her, that Paris is the properer man ; but I'll 
warrant you, when I fay fo, (he looks as pale as any 
clout in the ver&l world. Doth not rofemary and &- 
mto begin both with a letter ? 

Rem. Ay, nurfe* what of that? both with an R. (18) 

Nurfe. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. R. is for 
thee ? No ; I know, it begins with another letter ; and 
{he hath the prettieft fententious of it, of you and rofe- 
mary, that it would do you good to hear it. 

Rem. Commend me to thy lady-— [Exit Romeo. 

Nurfe. Ay, a thoufand times. Peter, ■ 

Pet, Anon I 

Nurfe. Take my fan, and go before. [Exeunt. 

(18) Rom. Ay, nurfe, vubat of that f Both tvitb an R. 
Nurfe. Ah mocker ! that's the do£% name* R. is for the no, Ikrew it 
begin* wtitb no other letter,'] I believe. I have rectified this odd fluff } 
but it is a little mortifying, that the fenfe, when 'th found out, flioold 
hardly be worth the paint of retrieving it. The Nmrfe is reptefented 
as a prating filly creature ; we fays, Ac will tell Romeo a good joak 
about his miftrefs, and aiks him, whether Rofemary and Romeo do not 
begin both with a letter : he fays, Yes, an R. She, who, we moft 
fuppofe, could not read, thought he had mock'd her, and fays, No, 
fure, I know better : our dog's name is R. Yours begins with ano- 
ther letter. This is natural enough, and very math in character for 
this intqfid, prating creature. R put her in mind of that found which 
Is made by dogs when they fnarl : and therefore, I prefume, /he fays, 
that is the dog's name. A quotation from Ben Jonfon s Alcbemijl will 
clear up this allufion. 

Be mall have a bell, that's Abel; 
And, by it, (landing one whofe name is D 
In a rug gown j there's D and rug, that's Drug j 
And right anenft him a dog marling,— err j 
There's Drugger, Abel t> rugger. . ■ Mr. Warlurhfi. 

B. Jorfon again, irniefcribin^the found of the letters,' in his Englijh 
Grammar, fays, R if* the dog's letter, and hirretb in the found. For 
this rcafon Perfim, the fatirift, calf d ic titer* carina : ■ ' beeaufe the 
trembling vibration of the tongue in pronouncing it imitates the fnarl- 
ing of a dog. Quod trmula lingude vibratione, canurq, auum ringun- 
turj fonum imtari videatur, fays Rob. Stephens, 

IrtiUta canrs auld RR quam pfarima dicat t J-ucillius* 
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SCENE changes to Capulet'x Houfe. 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. *T*HE cIqcIc ftruck nine, when I did fend the 
i nurfe : 

Jn half an hour (he promis'd to return. 

Perchance, (he cannot meet hint — That's not (b ■ 

Oh, (he is lame : love's heralds (hould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fatter glide than the fun-beams, 

Driving back lhadows over lowring hills. 

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 

A nd therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings. • 

Now is the Sun upon the highmoft hill 

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve 

Is three long hours — and yet (he is not come ; 

Had flte affections and warm youthfel blood, 

She'd be as fwift in motion as a ball ; 

My words would bandy her to my fweet love, 

And his to me ; 

Enter Nurfe, with Peter. 

O God, (he comes. O honey nurfe, what new*? 
Haft thou met with him ? fend thy mail away. 

Nurfe. Pettr, (lay at the gate. [Exit Pct«r«. 

J*L Now, good fweet nurfe, > 

OLord, why look'ft thou fad ? 
Tho' news be fad, yet tell them merrily : 
If good, thou (ham'ft the mufick of fweet news, 
By playing 't to me with fo four a face. 

Nurfe. 1 am a weary, let me reft a while ; 
Fy, how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ? * 

JuL I wouM, thou hadft my bones, and I thy news ! 
Nay; come, I pray thee, fpeak— — Good, gooa nurfe, 
fpeak. 

Nurfe. Jefu ! what hafte? can you not ftay a while ? 
Do you not fee, * that I am out of breath ? [ breath 

Juh How art thcnr'eu't of breath, when thou haft 
To fay to me -that tiifcuart out of breath ? . 

Th' 



48 N Romeo a*/ Juliet* 

Th* exomie, that thou doft make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou doft excuie. 
Is thy newt good or bad ? anfwer to that ; 
Say either, and I'll ftay the circumftance; 
Let me be (atisfied, is*t good or bad ? 

Nurf. Well, yon have made a fimple choice ; y£* 
know not how to chufe a man : Romeo ! no, not he? 
though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg 
excel all men's ; and for a hand* and a foot, and a bod> 
tho' they be not to be talk'd on, yet they are paft cond 
pare. He is not the flower of coartefy, bat, I warran 
him, as gentle as a lamb Go thy ways, wencft 
ferve God— —What, have you dined at home ? 

JuL JNo, no— but all this did 1 know before : 
What (ays he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nurfe. Lord, how mv head akes 1 what a head haye E 
ft beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back, o'th' other fide — O my back, my back : 
Befhrew your heart, for fending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down. 

Jul. Pfaith, I am forry that thou art fo ill. ' 
Sweet, fweet, fweet nurfe, tell me what fays my love I 

Nurfi. Your love fays like an honeft gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfome, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous—where is your mother ? , 

Jul. Where is my mother ? — why fhe is within ; 
Where mould (he be ? how oddly thou reply'ft ! 
Tour love fays like an honeft gentleman : 
Where is jour mother? 

Nurfe. O, God's lady dear, 
Are you fo hot ? marry come up, I trow* 
Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
Hence-forward do yojur meflages yourfelf. 

Jul. Here's fuck a cotf ; come, what jfays Remu ? 

N*rfe. Haye you got leave to go tp Utrift to-day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nurfe. Then hie you hence to friar Lawrence' cell. 
There flays a feulband to make you a wife. 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your checks, 
They'll be in fcarlet ftraight at any news. 
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Hie you to church, I muft another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muft climb a bird's-neft foon, when it is dark, 
1 am the drudge and toil in your delight, 
•But you ihall bearthe burden foon at night. 
Go, I'll to dinner^ hie you to the cell. 
Jul. Hie to high fortune 3— — koneft nurfe, far ewe J. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Monqflery. 

Enter Friar Lawrence, and Romeo. 

Fri. C O fmile the heav'ns upon this holy a&, 
O -That after-hours with forrow chide us not *. 

Rom. Amen, amen ! but come what forrow can, 
It cannot countervail th' exchange of joy, 
That one (hort minute gives me in her fight : 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words, . 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, 
Jt is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they meet, confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfome in its own delicioufnefs, 
And in the tafte confounds the appetite ; 
Therefore love mod'rately, long love doth fo : 
Toe fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady. Q, fo light a fodt 
Will ne'er wear out the everlafting flint ; 
A lover may beflride the goflamour, 
That idles in the wanton fummer air, 
And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 
• Jul. Good even to my ghoftly confeflbr. 

FrL Romeo {hall thank thee, daughter, for us "both. 

Jul. As much to him, elfe are his thanks too much. 

Rom. Ah ! Juliet ', if the meafure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy (kill be motfc 

Vol, VIJJ. C T* 
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To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air ; and let rich mufick's tongue Ml 

Unfold th' imagin'd happinefs, that both ^^ 

Receive in either, by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his fubftance, not of ornament: *i 

They are but beggars, that can count their worth ; ] 

But my true love is grown to fuch excefs, 
1 cannot Aim up one half of my wealth. [work.^^» 

Fri. CQmc # com* with me, and we will make fliors 1 

.For, by your leaves, you fhall not ftay alone, 

Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. [Exeunt* ^,. 

A C T IIL 

SCENE, 27*.Staekt. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and Strvantt. 

Benvolio. 

I Pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire ; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad ; ^ 

And, if we meet, we fhall not '{cape a brawl ; 
for now thefe hot days is the mad blood ftirring, 

Mer. Thou art like one of thofe fellows, that, whea^^j 
he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his fworctf^E 
upon the table., and fays, God fend me no need of thee ! 
and, by the operation of the fecond cup, draws it 01 
the drawer, when, indeed, there is no need. 

Ben, Am 1 like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in Italy ; and as fodn mov'd to be moody, 
and as foon moody to be jnov'd. 

Ben. And what to? 

Mer. Nay, an' there were two fuch, we fljould have 
none fhortly, for one would kill the other* Thou "I why 

thou 
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diou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a 
hair lefs, in his beard, than thou had : thou wilt quarrel 
with a man for cracking nuts, having no other reafon 
but becaufe thou haft hafel eyes ; what eye, but fuch an 
jye, would fpy out fuch a quarrel ? thy head is as full of 
quarrels, as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head 
has been beaten as addle as an egg 9 for quarrelling: 
thou hath quarrelPd with a man for coughing in the 
[treet, becaufe he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain 
afleep in the fun. Didlt thou net fall out with a tailor 
for wearing his new doublet before Eafter ? with ano- 
ther for tying his new (hoes with old ribband ? and yet 
thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling ! 

Ben. If I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
Qiould buy the fee-umple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. 

Mer. The fee-fimple ? O fimpk ! 

Enter Tybalt, Petruchio,, and others. 

Ben, By my head, here come the CapuUts. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe, for I will fpeak to them. 
Gentlemen, good-den, a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it 
with fomething, make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb. You (hall find me apt enough to that. Sir, if 
you will give me occafion. 

Afrr.Couldyou not take fome occafion without giving? 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou confbrt'ft with Romeo 

Mer. Confort ! what doft thou make us minftrels ! if 
thou make minftrels of us, look to hear nothing but di£ 
cords: here's my fiddleftick ; here's that, {hall make 
you dance. Zounds ! confort ! 

[Laying his hand on his fword* 

Bin. We talk here in the publick haunt of men : 
Hither withdraw unto fome private place, 
Or reafon coldly of your grievances, 
Or elfe depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze? 
I will not budge for no man's pleafure, X, 

C z Em* 
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Enter Romeo. 

7yb. Well, peace be with you, Sir! here comes my mam 

Mer. But I'll be hang'd, Sir, if he wear your livery : 
Marry, go firft to field, he'll be your follower ; 
Your worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Tyb. Romeo t the Jove, I bear thee, can afford (19) 
No better term than this, thou art a villain.— 

Rom* Tybalt^ the reafon that I have to love thee 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : villain I am none, 
Therefore, farewel ; I fee, thou know'ft me not, 

Tyb. Boy, this (hall not excufe the injuries 
That thou hail done me, therefore turn and draw* 

Rom. I do proteft, I never injur'd thee, 
But love thee better than thou canft devife ; 
Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my love. 
And fo, good Capulet, (whofe name I tender 
As dearly as my own) be fatisfied. 

Mer. O calm, diihonourable, vile fubmiiEonJ 
Ah ! la Stoccata carries it away, (eo) 
Tybalt, you rat- catcher, will you walk ? 

Tyb. What wouldft thou have with me? 

(19) Romeo, the hate J bear thee can afford 

No better term than tbis^\ This is only Mr. Pope's fophiftication of 
the text. AH the copies in general, that J have feen, read, 

Rome, the love / bear tbee f &c. 
Why then this change ? Is Mr. Pope really fo great a pcet, and does 
not know, that the love here ftands for the little. or no Iwe, the bate in 
effecl ? Is it not frequent in poetry to cxprefs things by their con- 
traries 5 to ufepromife inftead of threaten, and threaten jnftead of pro* 
m'tfe ? I'll quote an inftance from Virgil, becaufe Seruius** comment 
On it explains the practice of this figure. 

& me, firs fi qua tulijfet, 

Si patrios ur.quam remeaffem vtclor ad Argos, 

Promifi ultorem, fif verbis odia afpera mo-vi. 
' Promifi.] Pro minatus fum, per contiarium dixit : quia* minamur 
mala, promittimus bona. Sic autem Horatius contri j 

Atqui wiltus erat multa & praeclara minantis, i. e. promitUntU. 

(20) Alia Stucatbo.'} This fmells a little too rank of barbarUra 
for Mercutio, who is no ignorant fellow, but under flood at leaft hit 
own country language. Stoccata is the Italian word for a certain paft 
in fencing, 

"'■' - 9 Me* 
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fifer. Good King of cats, nothing but one of your 
ftine lives, that I mean to make bold withal ; and as 
you (hall ufe me hereafter, dry-beat the reft of the eight. 
Will you pluck your fword out of his pilcher by the 
ears? Make hade, left mine be about your ears ere 'it 
be out. 

Tyh. t am for you. [Drawi»g. 

Rom. Gentle Mercit;o> put thy rapier up. 

Mer. Come, Sir 1 , yourpaflado. 

[ Mercutio and Tybalt fight. 

'Rom. Draw, Benvolio, — beat down their weapons — 
Oentlemen — for fhame, forbear this outrage 

^Tybalt — Mercutio the Prince exprefly hath 

Porbidderf bandying in Verona ftreets. 

llold, Tybalt good Me/ cutiu [Exit Tybalt, 

Mr. I am hurt— 
A plague of both the houfes ! I am fped : 
J 8 he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a fcratch, a fcratch ; marry, 'tis enough. 
^Where is my page ? go, villain, fetch a furgeon. 

Rom* Courage, man, the hurt cannot be much. 

"Met. No, 'tis not fo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a 
church-door, but 'tis enough, 'twill ferve : a(k for me 
to-morrow, and you fhall find me a grave man. I am 
peppe^'d, 1 warrant, for this world : a plague of both 
your houfes ! What ? a dog, a rat, a moufe, a cat, to 
fcratch a man to death ? a braggart, a rogue, a villain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetick ? why the devil 
came you between us ? I was hurt under your arm. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer* Help me into fome houfe, Benvclh, 
Or I fhall faint ; a plague o' both your houfes ! 
They have made worms-meat of me, 
I have it, and foundly too. Plague o' your houfes ! 

[Exeunt Mer. and Ben* 

Rorr. This gentleman, the Prince's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation ftain'd 
With Tybalt's flandtr; Tybalt, that an hour 

C 3 Hath 



54 Ro me o and Juliet^. 

Hath been my coufin : O fweet Juliet ^ 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my temper foftned valour's fUel. 

Enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo , brave Mercutio** dead;; 
That gallant fpirit hath afpirM the clouds, 
Which tco untimely here did fcorn the earth. 

Rom. This day's black fate on more days does depend 
This but begins the woe, others muft end* 

Enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 

Rom. Alive \ in triumph ? and Mercutio flam ? 
Away to heav'n, refpe£ive lenity, 
And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now ! 
Now, Tybalt 9 take the villain back again, 
That late thou gav'ft me; for Mercutio'* foul 
Js but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him company : 
Cr thou or J, or both, mult go with him. 

Tyb. 1 hou, wretched boy, that didfl conforthim her< 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rem. This (hall determine that. 

[Theyfigbt, Tybalt/all 

Ben. Ram/o, away, begone : 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt flain 
Stand not amaz'd ; the Prince will doom thee death,. 
If thou art taken : hence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O ! I am Fortune's fool. 

Ben. Why dolt thou flay f [Exit Romc< 

Enter Citizens. 

Cit. Which way ran he that kilVd. MercMfio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

O/. Up, Sir, go with me : 
I charge thee in the Prince's name,. obey. 

Enii 
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ter Prince, Montague,' Capulet, /&/> Wi<ves % &c. 

in. Where are the vile beginners of this fray f 
*w. O noble Prince, f can difcover all 
. unlucky manage of this fatal brawl: 
ere lies the man, (lain by young Romeo, 
lat flew thy kinfman, brave Mercutio. N 

La. Cap. Tybalt, my coufm ! O my brother's child !— r 
ihappv fight ! alas, the blood is fpilPd 
f my dear kinfman— — Prince, as thou art true, 
3r blood of ours, fhed blood 6f Montague. 
Prin. Benvolio, who began this fray r 
Ben. Tybatt, here flain, whom Romeo's hand did flay : 
^ Romeo, that fpoke hirfi fair, bid hhn bethink 
How nice the quarrel waa r and urgM withal 
Vour high difpfeaftffe r ill this uttered 
'With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bowM^ 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleen 
Of fybnh, deaf to peace ; but that he tirts 
With piercing fteerat bold Mercutio'3 breaft^ 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 
Arid with a martial fcof n, with one hand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tybalt, whofe dexteritv 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud, 
Hold, friends ! friends, part ! and, fwifter than his tongue,- 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them nifties ; underneath whofe arm 
An envious thruft from Tybalt hit the life 
Of flout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled ; 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 
And to't they go like lightning ; for ere I 
Gould draw to part them, was flout Tybalt flain ; 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to fly : 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinfman to the Montague. 
Affedtion makes him faM*e, he fpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife, 
AnxLall-thofe twenty could but kill QT&V&. 

C 4. \\*$> 
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J beg for-juilice, which thou, Prince, mufl give ;' - 
Romeo flew Tybalt y Romeo muff, not live. 

Prin, Romeo flew him* he flew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

La* Mont* Not Romeo, Prince, he was Mercutio y s friend? 
His fault concludes but what the law fliould end, 
The life of Tybalt. 
^ Prin* And for that offence, 
Immediately we do exile him hence : 
1 have an intereft in your hearts' proceeding, 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding ;. 
But I'll amerce you with fo ftrong a fine, 
That you fliall all repent the lofs of mine, 
1 will be deaf to pleading and excufes, 
Nor tears nor prayers fliall purchafe out abufes ; > 

Therefore ufe none ; let Romeo hence in hafte, 
Elfe, when he's found, that hour is his laft. (21) 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 
u Mercy but murders, pardoning thofe that kill." 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE changes fo an Apartment ifc CapuletV 
Houfe. 

Enter Juliet alone* 

Ju\ f~^ A L \. O P apace, you fiery-footed fteeds, 

VJ Tow'rds tbcebus' raanfion y fuch a waggoner, 
*s Ph'teior, would whip you to the weft, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

(2.1) Eife, nvke>i he is found, that hour h bis /aft.] If is wonderful 
th^t Mr. Pope iliouKi retort the <want or* ear upon any body, and pals 
Juch an inharmonious un (canning verfe in his own ear : a verfe, that 
cannot run ofr from the tongue with any cadence of mufick, the fhort 
and long fyllabJes ftand fo perverfely. We muft read, 
Elfe> nvben he's found, that hour is bis /aft* 

Every diligent and knowing reader of our Poet muft have obferv'd, 
that hour and fie arc almoft perpetually diJJyllabUs in ths pronouncia-- 
tion and fcanlion 01 his verfes. 

Spread 
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Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing Night, (22) 

That th' Run-away's eyes may wink ; and Romeo 

Leap to thefearms, untalkt of and unfeen. 

Lovers can fee to do their am'rous rites 

By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 

It beft agrees with night. Come, civil night, 

Thou fober-fuited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lofe a winning match, 

Play'd for a pair of ftainlefs maidenheads. 

Hood my unmann'd blood baiting in my cheeks, 

With thy black mantle ; till ftrange love, grown bold, 

Thinks true love adedi iimple modefty. 

Come, night, come, Romeo / come, thou day in night ! 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night, 

Whiter than fnow upon a, raven's back : 

Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-brow'd night J 

Give me my Romeo , and, when he (hall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftars, 

And he will make the face of heav'n fo fine, 

That all the world fhall be in love with night, 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh fun. 

O, 1 have bought the manfion of a love, 

But not poflefs d it ; and though I am fold, 

Not yet enjoy'd ; fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fome feftival, 

Tq an impatient child that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurfe ! 

(22) Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing Night, 
*Tbat runaways eyes may wink;"} What runaways are thefe, whofd 
eyes "Juliet is wifhing to have ftopt ? Macbeth, we may remember,, 
makes an invocation to Night, much in the fame ftrain : 

■ ■ ■■Come, feeling Night, » 

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, &c. 
So Juliet here would have night's darknefs obfeure the great eye of 
the day, the Sun 5 whom confldering in a poetical light as Phce&us, 
drawn in his carr with fiery-footed deeds, znApofting thro* the Heav'ns, 
ihe very properly calls him, with regard to the fwiftnefs of his courfe, 
the Runaway. In the like manner our Poet fpeaks of the night, i <i 
the Merchant cf Venice. 

For the clofe Night doth play the runaway, Mr. Wa\ burton. 

C 5 Enter 
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Enter Nurfe with cords. 

And me brings news j and ev'ry tongue, that fpeakr 
But Romeo's name, /peaks heav'nly eloquence ; 
Now, nurfe, what news ? what haft thou there ? 
The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nurfe.. Ay, ay r the cords. 

Jul. Ah me, what news ? 
Why doft thou wring thy hands ? 

Nurfe. Ah welladay, he's dead, he's dead, he's dead ! ' 
We are undone, lady, we are undone. 
Alack the day-! he's gone, he's kilL'd, He's dead. 

Jul. Can heaven be fb envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can, 
Though heav'n cannot; O Romeo/ Romeo f 
Who ever would have thought it; Romeo ? 

Jul. What devil art thou, that doft tormenttae thus \: 
This torture mould be roarM in difmal hell. 
Hath Romeo flain himfelf ? fay thou but, I ; 
And that bare vowel, I, fhall poifon more (23.) 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice. 

Nurfe. I'faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, , 
(Cod fave the mark) here on his manly bread. 
A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe ;. 
Pale, pale as afhes, all bedaub'd in blood, 
All ia gore blood ; I fwooned at the fight. * [once 1- 

JuL O break, my heart! — poor bankrupt, break a* 
To prifon, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ; 
Vile earth to earth refign, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo prefs one heavy bier! 

Nurfe. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend 1 had »;. 
O courteous Tybalt, honeft gentleman, 
That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead ! 

(23) And that bare vowel, ay, /ball poifon more- 

Than tbe death darting eye of cockatrice,] I queftion much, whether 
the grammarians will take this new vowel on truft from Mr; Pope,- 
WJthout fu (peeling it rather for a diphthong* In ftiort, we muft re 
ftore the /pel ling of the old books, or we lofe the Poet's conceit. At 
his time of day, the affirmative adverb Ay was generally written, li 
and by this means it both becomes a vowe/, and anfwers in found to* 
eye, upon which the conceit turns in -the iccond line. 

Jul* 
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Jut. What ftorm is this, that blows fo contrary ? 
Is Romeo (laughter'd ? and is Tybalt dead ? 
My dear-lov'd coufin, and my dearer Lord ? 
Then let the trumpet found the general doom, 
For who is living, if thofe two ait|one ? 

Nur/e. Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banifhed, 
Romeo y that kill'd him, he is banifhed. 

Jul. O God ! did Romeo'shznd Hied Tybalt's blood ? 

Nur/e. It did, it did, alas, the day ! it did. 

Jul. O ferpent-heart, hid with a flow'ring face ! 
Did ever dragon keep fo fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant, fiend angelical! 
Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvifh-rav'ning lamb ! (24)-' 
Befpifed fubftance, of divineft fhow i 
Juft oppofite to what thou jullly feem'ft, 
A damned faint, an honourable villain ! 
O Nature ! what hail thou to do in hell, 
When thou didft bower the fpirit of a fiend ! - 
In mortal paradife of fuch fweet flelh ? 
Was ever book, containing fuch vile matter, 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit (hould dwell 1 
In fuch a gorgeous palace] 

Nur/e. There's no truft; 
No faith, no honefty, in men ; all'peijur'd ; ' 
All, all forfworn ; all naught ; and all diflemblers. 
Ah, where's my man ? give me fome Aqua iritee ^ 
Thefe griefs, thefe woes, thefe ibrrows make me old I 
Shame come to Romeo/ 

(24) Ravenous dove^ feathered raven, - 

Wolv'ijh ravening lamb.} This paflage Mr. Pope has thrown Out of 
the text, partly, I prefurr.e, becaufe rhefe two noble bemifticbs are, in- 
deed, inharmonious : [but chiefly, becaufe they are obfcure and un- 
intelligible at the firft view.] But is there no fuch thing as a crutch. 
for a labouring, halting, verfe? I'll venture to re ft ore to the Poet a 
line that was certainly his, that is in hit own mode of thinking, and 
truly worthy of him. The firft word, ravenous, I have no doubt, 
was blunderingly coin'd out of raven and ravening, which follow $ 
and if we only throw it out, we gain at once an harmonious verfe, 
and a proper contrail of epithets and images. 

Dave- feather *d raven I vjolvifi ravening lamb! 

C 6 J,L 
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Jul BlifterM be thy tongue, 
For fuch a wifh ! he was not born to fhame ; 
Upon his brow fhame is aiham'd to fit : 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the univerfal earth. 
O, what a beafl was I to chide him To ? [coufin t 

Nurft. Will )ou fpeak well of him, that kilPd'your" 

JuL Shall I fpeak ill of him, that is my hufband ? 
Ah, poor my I ord, what tongue fhall fmooth thy name, 
When f, thy three-hours-wife ? have mangled it ! 
But wherefore, villain, didft thou kill my coufin ? 
That villain coufin would have kilPd my hufband. 
Back, foolifh tears, back to your native fpring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which you, miitaking, offer up to joy. 
My huibzrid lives, that Tybalt would have flain ; 
And Tybah's dead, that would have kill'd my hufband ; 
All this is comfort ; wherefore weep 1 then ? 
Some word there was, worfer than Tybalt's death, 
That murder'd me ; I would forget it, fain ; 
But, oh ! it prefTes to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to finners' minds ; 
Tybalt is dead, a>.d Romeo ba'ijbtd! 
7 hat ianijbed, that one word lanijhJ, 
Hath flain ten thoufand Tybalts: Ty L alt\ death. 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 
Or if fow'r woe delights in fcllowfhip, ' 
And needly will be ranked with other griefs, 
W 7 hy follow'd not, when fhe faid lyba.t's dead, 
Thy Fat bet or thy Mother, nay, or both ? 
But with a rear- ward following TybaL's deaths 

Romeo h bamjktd to fpeak that word, 

Is, father, mother, Tybalt, R:rm-, Juli t, 

All flain, all dead ! Romeo is banifteH 

There is no end, no limit, meafurc, bound, 

3n that word's death 5 no words can that woe found. 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurfe ? 

Nurfe. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's coarfe. 
Will you go to them \ I will bring you thither. • 

Jul. 
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n Jut. Walh they his wounds with tears I mine (hall 

be fpent, 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banifhment. 
Take up thofe cords ; — poor ropes, you are beguil'd ; 
Both you and I ; for Romeo is exii'd. 
He made you for a high-way to my bed : 
Bat J, a maid, die maiden widowed. 
Come, cord ; come, nurfe ; PU to my wedding-bed ; 
And Death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead! 

Nurfe. Hie. to your chamber, I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you. I wot well, where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night; 
1*11 to him, he is hid at Lawrence' cell. 

Jul. Oh find him, give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laft farewel. [Excwit. 

SCENE changes to the Monqftery. 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo* 

Ftu Ty OMEO $ come forth; come forth, thou fear- 
Xx, ful man ; 

Affii&ion is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom. Father, what news ? what is the Prince's doom ? 
What forrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not ? 

Fri. Too familiar " 
Is my dear fon with fuch fow'r company. 
I bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom ? 

Rom. What lefs than dooms-day is the Prince's doom ? 

Fri. A gentler judgment vanifh'd from his lips, 
Not body's death, but body's banifhment. 

Rom. Ha, banifhment ! be merciful, fay, death ; 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death. Do not fay, banifhment. 

FH. Here from Perana art thou banifhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona's walls, • 
But purgatory, torture, hell itfelf. 

Hence 
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Hcnce banifhed, is banifh'd from the world; 
And world-exil'd, is death. That banifhed 
Js death mif-term'd: calling death banifhment,. 
Thou cut'ft my head off with a golden ax, 
And fmiPft upon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin ! O rude unthankfulnefs ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind Prince/ 
Taking thy part, hath rufht afide the law, 
And turn'd that black word death to banifhment. 
This is dear mercy, and thou feefl it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heav'n is here, 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat and dog 
And little moufe, every unworthy thing, 
Lives here in heaven, and may look on her ^ 
But Romeo may not. More validity, 
More honourable ftate, more courtfhip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may feize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, . 
And ileal immortal bleffings from her lips ; 
(Which even in pure and veftal modefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their own kiffes fin.) ' 
This may flies do, when 1 from this muft fly ; 
(And fay'ft thou yet, that exile is not death ?) 
But Romeo may not; — he is banifhed. 
Hadft thou no ppifon mixt, no fharp-ground knife, , 
No fudden mean of death, tho' ne'er fo mean, 
But banifhed to kill me ? banifhed ? 
O Friar, the damned ufe that word in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : how haft thou the heart, , 
Being a divine, a ghoftly confeflbr, 
A fin-abfolver, and my friend profeft, 
To mangle me with that word, banifhment ? 

Fti. Fond mad-man, hear me fpeak. 

Rom. O, thou wilt fpeak again of banifhment. 

Fri. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word, 
Adverfity's fweet milk, philofophy, 
To comfort thee, tho' thou art banifhed. 

Rom. Yet, banifhed ? hang up philofophy : 
Unlefs philofophy can make a Juliet y 
Pifplant a town, reverfe a Prince's doom, 

It 
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ft Keljps not,, it prevails not, talk no more - ■ 

Fri. O, then I fee that mad-men have no ears. 

Ro. How mould they, when that wife men have no eyes ? 

Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Rom, Thou canft not fpeak of what thou doft not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I,. Juliet thy love, 
An hour but married,, Tybalt murdered, 
Doating like me, and like me banifhed ; [hair r 

Then might'ft thou fpeak, then might'ft thou tear thy 
And fall upon the ground as I do now, 
Taking the meafure of an unmade grave; 

[Throwing bimfelf on the grounK 

Fri. Arife, one knocks ; good Ronuo y hide thyielf. 

[Knocking within* 

Rom. Not I, unlefs the breath of heart-fick groans, 
Klift-like,- infold me from the fearch of eyes. [Knock. 

Fri. Hark, how they knock 1 — (who's there ?)?— Romeo,. 
arife. 
Thou wilt betaken-— (ftay a while) — (land up ? [Knocks* 
Run to my ftudy — (By and by)— God's will ! 

What wilfulnefs is this <? i come, I come. [Knock. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whencecomeyou ; what's your will? 

Nurfe. [Within.] Let me come in, and you (hall know 
my errand : 
I. come from lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Enter Nur/e. 

Nurfr. O holy Friar, oh, tell me, holy Friai% 
Where is my lady's lord ? where's Romeo? [drunk. 

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tears, made 

Nur/e. O he is even in my miftrefs' cafe, 
Xuft in her cafe, O woful fympathy ! 
Piteous predicament ! ev'n fo lies fhe, 
Blubb'ring and weeping, weeping and blubbering. 

Stand up, Hand up ; Stand, an' you be a man: 

For Juliet's fake, for her fake,, rife and ftand. 
Why mould you fall into fo deep an oh ! 

Rom. Nurfe ! 

Nur/e, Ah Sir! ah Sir!— Death is the end of a 1 !. 

. Rom* 
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Rom. Speak'ft thou of Juliet ? how is it with her? 

Doth not (he think me an old murderer, 

Now I have ftain'd the childhood of our joy 

With blood, remov'd but little from her own ? 

Where is ihe ? and how does (he ? and what fays 

My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd love ? 

Nur/e. O, (he fays nothing, Sir ; but weeps and weeps; % 

And now falls on her bed, and then darts op ; 

And Tybalt cries, and then on Romeo calls, 

And then down falls again. 
Ron:. As if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 

Did murder her, as that name's curfed hand 

Murder'd her kinfman. Tell me, Friar, tell me, 

In what vile part of this anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may fack 

The hatef u 1 man fion . [ Dra <u ing his /word. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand": 

Thy tears are womariifh, thy wild a&s denote 

Th' unreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemly woman in a feeming man ! 

And i]«-befeeming bead in feeming both ! 

Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temper'd. 

Haft thou (lain Tybalt ? wilt thou (lay thyfelf ? 

And (lay thy lady, that in thy life lives, 

By doing damned hate upon thyfelf? 

Why rail'ft thou on thy birth, the heav'n, and earth, 

Since birth, and heav'n, and earth, all three do meet 

In thee at once, which thou at once would'ft lofe ? 

Fy, fy ! thou (ham'ft thy (hape, thy love, thy wit, 

Which, like an ufurer, abound'ft in all, 

And ufe ft none in that true ufe indeed, 

Which (hould bedeck thy (hape, thy love, thy wit. 

Thy noble (hape is but a form of wax, 

Digreffing from the valour of a man ; * 

Thy dear love fworn, but hollow perjury, 

Killing that love, which thou haft vow'd to cherifh. 

Thy wit, that ornament to (hape and love, 

Mif-(hapen in the conduct of them both, 

Like 
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ce powder in a (kill-lefs foldier's flaflc, 
fet on fire by thine own ignorance*, 
id thou dftmemberM with thine own defence.. 
hat, roufe thee, man, thy Juliet is alive, 
r whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead r 
lere art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee,* 
it thou flew'ft Tybalt ; there' thotfrt happy too. 
he law, that threatned death, became thy friend/ 
nd turn'd it to exile ; there art thou happy j 
pack of bleflings light upon thy back, 
-.appinefs courts thee in her beft array, 
But, like a mifbehav'd and fullen wench, 
Thou pout'ft upon thy fortune and thy love. 
Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable^ 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her; 
But, look', thou ftay not' till the watch be fet f 
For then thou canft not pafs to Mantua: 
Where thou (halt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friend» r 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thoiifand times more joy,- 
Than thou went'ft forth in lamentation. 
Go before, riurfe ; commend me to thy lady, 
And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 
Which heavy forrow makes them apt unto. 
Romeo is Coming. 

Nurfe. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all night long, 
To hear good cbunfel : oh, what learning is ! 
My Lord, 111 tell my Lady you will come. 

Rott. Do fo, and bid my iiveet prepare to chide. 
Nu>f*. Here, ^if, a ring fhe bid me give you, Sir: 
Hie you, make hafte, for it gfows very late. 
Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this .' 
Fri. Sojourn in Mantua \ I'll find out your man, 
And he (hall fignify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand, 'tis late, farewel, good-night. 
Rom. But that a joy, paft joy, calls out on me, 
It were a grief, fo brief to part with thee. [Exeunt* 



66 Romeo and J xtl i e t- 

SCENE changes to Capulet'j Houfe. 

Enter Capalet, Lady Gapulet, and Paris. 

Ca;. ^T^HINGS hare fal'n Out, Sir, fo unluckily, 
JL That we have had no time to move our 
daughter : 
Look you, fhe lov'd her kinfman Tybalt dearly, 
And fo did J. — Well, we were born to die.— — - 
'Tis very late, fhe'll not come down to-night. 
I promife you, but for your company, 
1 would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. Thefe times of woe afford no time to wode; 
Madam, good night ; commend me to your daughter. 

La. Caj, 1 will, and know her mind early to-morrow* 
To-night (he's mew'd up to her heavinefs. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a defperate tender 
Of my child's love: J think, fhe will be rul'd 
In all refpecls by me ; nay more, I dbubt it not: 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her here with my fon Paris' love, 
Ana bid her, mark you me, on Wedmfiay next,— 
Eut, foft ; what day is this ? 

Pa>\ Monday, my Lord. 

Cap. Monday? Ha! ha! welly- Wedntfday is too foott^ 
On Tbur/day let it be : o* Tburfday, tell her, 
She fhall be married to this noble Earl. 
Will you be ready f do you like this hafle ? 
We'll keep no great a-do— a friend or two— 
For, hark you, Tybalt being flain fo late, 
It may be thought we held him carelefly, 
Being our kinfman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen friends, 
And there's an end. But what fay you to Tburfday t j 

Par. My Lord, I would that Thur/day were to-morrow. ' 

Cap. Well, get you gone — on Tburfday be it then : 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, [To Lady Cap. 
Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding-day. 
Farewell my Lord— —light to my chamber, hoa ! 

'Fore 
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Tore me, it is fo very late, that we 

pay call it early by and by. Good night. [Exeunt. 

'SCENE, Juliet'* Chamber looking to the Garden. 

Eiter Romeo and Juliet, ahovt at a window ; a ladder 
of ropes fet* 

Jul. T T TILT thou be gone ? it is not yet near day : 

V V J* was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
lightly fhe Zings on yon pomgranate tree r 
Relieve me, love, it was the nightingale. 

R*m. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
To nightingale. Look, love, what envious ftreaks 
)o lace the fevering clouds in yonder eaft : 
Wight's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
itands tiptoe on the mifty mountains' tops, 
mail be gone and live, or flay and' cKe. 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it well : 
t is fome meteor that the Sun exhales, 
To be-to thee this night a torch-bearer* 
^nd light thee on thy way to Mantua ; 
Then Say a while, thou (halt not go fo foon. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death* 
I am content, if thou wilt have it fo. 
I'll fay, yon, gray is not the morning's eye, 
l fis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow; 
Nor that is not the lark, whofe notes do beat 
The vaulty heav'ns fo high above our heads. 
I have more care to flay, than will to go. 
Come death, and welcome ; Juliet wills it fo. 
How is't, my foul I let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it i& ; hie hence, begone, away : 
x is the lark that fings fa out of tune, 
> training harm difcords, and unpleafing {harps. 
Jome fay, the lark makes fweet divifion ; 
This doth not fo : for (he divideth us. 
Jome fay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
\, now I would they had chang'd voiefcs V>o\ 
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now be gone, more light and light it grows. 

Rom. More light and light? — More dark and darfc! 

©ur woes. * 

Enter Nur/e. i 

Rurfe. Madam, '1 

Jul. Nurfe ? a . . \ 

Nur/e. Your lady mother's comitfg to your cnamber : ; i 

The day is broke, be wary, look about. [Exit Nurfe.; 

Jul j Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 

Rom. Farewel, farewel ; one kifs, and I'll defcend. 

[Romeo de/cendu\ 
Jul Art thou gonefo? love! lord! ahhufband! friendt* 

1 muft hear from thee cv 9 ry day in th* hour, 
for in a minute there are many days* 
O, by this count I Khali be much in yea/s, 
Ere J again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewel : I will omit no opportunity* 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O think'k thou y we (hall ever meet again r . 

Rom. I doubt it not ; and all thefe woes fhalFferve (z$ 
for fweet difcourfes, in our time to come. 

Jul. O God ! I have an ill-divining fotrl. * 
Methinks, 1 fee thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead In the bottom of a tomb : 
Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look'ft pale. . 

Rom. And truft me, love, in mine eye fo do you.' 
Dry forrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu. 

[Exit RomeoV 

Jul. Oh F®rtune y Fortune, all men call thee fickk : 
Jf thou art fickle, what doll thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? be fickle, Fortune : 
For then, I hopg, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But fend him back. 

(ag) ■ /Ind all thefe tvoes fball ftrve 

For fweet difcourfes in our time to corner] This very tnougnt is ti* 
prefs'd by Virgil on a like occafion j 

'Forfan & b*c oljm meminifle juvafeit. 

JEneid. I. v. 203. 
The learned Tauhman, in his note on this paffage, "has amafs'd fcveral 
fimilaf quotations. 

Enter 
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Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Ho, daughter, are you up ? 
Jul. Who is't that calls ? is it my lady mother? 
hat unacenftom'd caufe procures her hither ? 
La* Cap. Why, how now,, Julia ? 
Jul, Madam, I am not well. 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your coufin's death t 
fhat, wilt thou wa(h him from his grave with tears ? 
u 9 if thou could'ft, thou could*ft not make him live j 
lierefpre, have done, Some grief ihews much of love j 
It much of grief ihews (till fome want of wit. 
Juf. Yet let me weep for fuch a feeling lofs. 
La. Cap. Somali you feel the lofs, but not the friend 
Tiich you do weep for. 
Jul. Feeling fo the lofs, 

cannot chufe but ever weep the friend. [death, 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'ft not fo much for h£s 
% that die villain lives which flaughter'd him, 
Jul, What villain, Madam ? 
La. Cap. That fame villain, Romeo. 
Jul. Villain and he are many miles afunder, 
od pardon him ! I do, with all my heart : 
nd, yet, no man like he doth grieve my heart. 
La. Cap. That is, becaufe the traitor lives. 
Jul. I, Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands :-*- 
?ould, none but I might venge my coufin's death ! 
la. Cap.. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not ; 
Tien weep no more. I'll fend to one in Mantua, 
Vhere that fame baniftYd runagate doth live, 
Hall give him fuch an unaccuftom'd dram, 
rhat he (hall foon keep Tybalt company, 
tad then, I hope, thou wilt be fatisfy'd. 
Jul. Indeed, f never (hall be fatisfied 

Rth Romeo y till I behold him dead — «• 

1 my poor heart fo for a kinfman vext ? 

fadam, if you could find out but a man 

o bear a poifon, I would temper it ; 

hat Romeo (hould upon receipt thereof 

ton deep in quiet,— — O, how my heart abhors 

To 
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To hear him nam'd, and cannot come to him-— 

To wreak the love 1 bore my flaughter'd coufin, 
Upon his body that hath flaughterM him. 

La. Cap, Find thou the means, and I'll find fuchamaiu \ 
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needful time. 
What are they, I befeech your ladyfhip ? 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou hail a careful father, child; 
One, who, to put thee from thy heavinefs, 
Hath forted out a fudden day of joy, 
That thou expecYft not, nor I look'd not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is this ? 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next T bur/day mors, 
The gallant, young and noble gentleman, 
The County Paris, at St. Peter's church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by St. Peter's church, and Peter too, 
He (hall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
Ere he, that mull be hufband, comes to wooe. 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, Madam, 
1 will not marry yet : and when I do, 
It (hall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris. Thefe are news, indeed! 

La. Cap. Here comes your father* tell him fo yourfctfy 
And fee, how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet, and Nur/e. 

Cap. When the fun fets, the air doth drizzle dew; I 
But for the funfet of my brother's fon 
Jt rains downright ■ 

How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, ftijl in tears ? \ 

Evermore fhow'ring ? in one little body 
Thou counterfeits a bark, a fea, a wind ; 
For dill thy eyes, which I may call the fea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this fait flood : the winds thy fighs, 
Which, raging with thy tears, and they with them, 
Without a fudden calin, will overfet 
Thy tempeft-toifc4:body— - *-How now, wife ? 

Hav< 
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pou deliver'd to her our decree ? [thanks : 

Cap. Ay, Sir ; but fhe will none, fhe gives you 
Id, the fool were married to her grave ! 
. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wife, 
will fhe none ? doth fhe not give us thanks ? 
not proud, doth fhe not count her bleft, 
rthy as fhe is, that we have wrought 
rthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 
. Not proud, you have ; but thankful, that you have, 
can 1 never be of what Ihate, 
tankful even for hate, that is meant love. 
.How now! how now! Choplogick? What is this? 
! and I thank you ! and I thank you not ! 
et not proud ! — Why, miftrefs minion, you, 
c me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
ttle your fine joints 'gaihft Tburfday next, 
• with Paris to Saint Peter's church : 
/ill drag thee on a hurdle thither, 
fou green-ficknefs-carrion ! Out, you baggage ! 
aliow-fece ! 

Caff. Fy, fy, what, are you mad ? 
. Good father, I hefeech you on my knees, 
me with patience, but to fpeak a word. 
L Hang thee, young baggage! difobedient wretch ! 
thee what, get thee to church o' Tburfday, 
ver after look me in the face. 
; not, reply not, do not anfwer me ; 
ngers itch. Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft, 
God had fent us but this only child ; 
ow I fee this one is one too much, 
hat we have a curfe in having her: 
•n her, hilding !■ . ■ . « 
rfe. God in heaven blefs her ! 
ire to blame, my Lord, to rate her Co. 
>. And why, my lady Wifdom ? hold your tongue, 
Prudence, fmatter with your goffips, go. 
rfe.. I fpeak no treafon — O, god-ye-good-den — — 
not one fpeak ? 

*. Peace, peace, you mumbling fool ; 
your gravity o'er a goffip's bowl, 
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for here we need it not. 

La. Cap. You are too hot. [earl)., 

Cap. God's bread! it makes me mad : day, nightjar 
At home, abroad, alone, in company, 
Waking, or fleeping, dill my care hath been 
To have her match'd ; and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage,' 
O/fair demefns, youthful, and nobly allied, 
StufPd, as they fay, with honourable parts, 
Proportioned as one's thought would wifh a man; 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 

To anfwer, I'll not wed, 1 cannot love .- 

1 am too young,— I pray you, pardon me— ^- 

But, if you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 

Graze Where you will, you fhau not hpufe with me; 

Look to't, thinlc on't, I do not ufe to jeft. 

Tburfdayis near ; lay hand on heart, advife ; 

If you "be mine, I'll give you to my friend : 

If you be not, hang, beg, ftarve, die i'th' ftreets ; 

For, by jny foul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fball ever do thee good : 

Truft to't, bethink you, I'll not be forfworn. \Exif* 

Jul. Is there no pity fitting in the clouds^ 
That fees into the bottom of my grief? 
O, fweet my mother, caft .me npt away, 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week$ 
Or, if you do not, make tfie bridal bed 
Jn that dim monument where Tybalt Hes- 

La. Cap. Talk not to ; me, for Til not lj>eak a word : 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit> 

JuLO God ! O Nurfe» how (hall this be prevented ? 
My hufband is on earth, my faith in heav'n ; 
How (hall that faith return again to earth, 
Unlefs that hufband fend it me from heav'n. 

By leaving earth ? Comfort me, counfel me. 

Alack, alack, that heaven fhould pra&ife ftratagems 
Upon fo foft a fubjedt as myfelf ! 
What fay 'ft thou ? haft thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurfe. 

Nurfi, 
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Nurfe. Fakh, here it is : 
Romeo is banifh'd ; all the world to nothing, 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge yoa; 
Or if he do, it needs muft be by Health. 
Then fince the cafe fo (lands, as now it doth, 
I think it bed, you married with the Count. 
Oh, he's a lovely gentleman ! 
Borneo's a difla-clout to him ; an eagle, Madam, 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fair an eye 
As Paris hath. Befh*ew my very heart, 
I think you happy in this fecond match, 
For it excels your firit ; or if it did not, 
Your firft is dead ; or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no ufe of him. 

Jul. Speak'ft thou from thy heart i 

Nurfe. And from my foul too, 
Or elfe befhrew them both. 

Jul. Amen. 

Nurfe. What? 

Jul. Well, thou liaft -comforted me marvellous much 5 
Go in, and tell my lady I am gone, 
Having difpleas'd my father, to Lawrence 9 cell, 
To make confeflion, and to be abfolved. 

Nurfe . Marry, 1 will ; and this is wifely done. [Exit* 

Jul. Ancient damnation 1 O moil wicked fiend I 
Is it more fin to wifti me thus forfworn, 
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue 
Which (he hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thoufand times ? Go, counfellor, - 

Thou and my bofom henceforth mail be twain : 
I'll to the Friar, to know his remedy : 
If all elfe fail, myfelf have power to die. [Exit, 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE, /£« Monastery, 

Enter Friar Lawrence W Paris. 

Friar. 

ON Tburfday, Sir ! the time is very fhort. 
Par. My father Capulet will have it fo, 
And I am nothing flow to flack his hade. 

Fri. You fay, you do not know the lady's mind? 
Uneven is this courfe, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately fhe weeps for Tybalt's death* 
And therefore have 1 little talk'd of love* 
For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of tears. 
Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That ihe mould give her forrow fo much fwayj 
And, in his wifdom, haftes our marriage, 
To flop the inundation of her tears,; 
Which, too much minded by herfelf alone, 
dMay be put from her by fociety. 
Now do you know the reafon of this hafle ? 

Fri. I would, I knew not why it fhould be flow'd. 

Look, /Sir, here cqmes the lady tow'rds my cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Tar. Welcome, my love, my lady and my wife ! 
Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife. 
Far. That may be, muft be, love, on Tbur/day next. 
Jul. What muft be, fhall be. 
Fri. That's a certain text. 
Par. Come you to make confeffion to this father ? 
Jul. To anfwer that, were to confefs to you. *""~ 
Far. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Jul. I will confefs to you, that 1 love him. 
Far. So will ye, lamiure, that you love me. 
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r . If I do fo, it will be of more price 

fpoke behind your back, than to your face. 
'. Poor foul, thy face is much abus'd with teats. 
r . The tears have got fmall victory by that : 
: was bad enough before their fpight. [port 

% Thou wrong'ft it, more than tears, with that re- 
r . That is no Sander, Sir, which is bat truth, 
vhat I fpeak, I fpeak it to my face. 
". Thy face is mine, and thou haft flander'd it. 
L It may be fo, for it is not mine own. 
ou at leifure, holy father, now> 
all I come to you at evening mafs ? 
. My leifure ferves me, penfive daughter, now. 
x>rd, 1 muft intreat the time alone. 
r. God fhield, I fhould diflurb devotion : 
, on Tburfday early will I rouze you : 
•hen, adieu 1 and keep this holy kifs. 

[Exit Parwr 
U Go, fhut the door, and when thou haft done fo, 
j weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paft help. 
r. O Juliet, I already know thy grief, 
tins me paft the compafs of my wits. 
r, you muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 
bur/day next be married to this Count. 
f. Tell me not, Friar, that thou hear'ft of this* 
"s thou tell me how I may prevent it* 
thy wifdom thou can ft give no help, 
lou but call my refolution wife, 
with this knife I'll help it prefently. 
join'd my heart and Romeo s ; thou, our hands % 
ire. this hand, by thee to Romeo' feaTd, 

be the label to another deed,, 
ly true heart with treacherous revolt 

to another, this mail flay them both: 
efore out of thy long-experienc'd time* 
me fome prefent counfel ; or, behold, 
Kt my extrcams and me this bloody knife 

play the umpire ; arbitrating that, 
h the commiflion of thy years and art 
1 to no ifloc of true honour bring.: 

D z fie 
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Be not fo long to fpeak ; 1 long to die, 
If what thou fpeak'ft fpeak not of remedy. 

Fn Hold, daughter, I do 'fpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as defperate an execution, 
As jhat is defp'rate which we would prevent. 
.If, rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thyfel£ 
Then it is likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame, 
That cop'ft with death himfelf, to 'fcape from itl 
And if thou dar'ft, I'll give thee remedy. 

Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris 9 
From off the battlements of yonder tower : 
Or chain me to fome fteepy mountain's top, 
Where roaring bears and lavage lions roam ; 
Or ftiut me nightly in a charnel houfe, 
O'er-coverd quite with dead men's rattling bones., 
With reeky fhanks, and yellow chaplefs fkulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man in his fhroud ; [ble 
(Things, that to hear them nam'd, have made me tren 
And 1 will do it without tear or doubt, 
To live an unftain'd wife to my fweet love. 

Fri. Hold, then, go home, be merry, give confent 
To marry Paris ; H ednefday \s to-morrow; 
To-morrow night, look, that thou lie alone. 
(Let not thy nurfe lie with thee in thy chamber :) 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 
And this diftilled liquor drink thou off; 
When prefeutly^through all thy veins (hall run 
A cold and drowfy humour, which mail feize 
Each vital fpirit ; for no pulfe mail keep 
His nat'ral progrefs, but furceafe to beat. 
No warmth, no breath, fhall teftify thou liv'ft ; 
The rofes in thy lips and cheeks mail fade 
To paly afties ; thy eyes' windows fall, 
Like death, when he fhuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of fupple government, 
Shall ItifF, and ftark, and cold appear like death : 
And in this borrowed likenefs of ihrunk death 
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a fhalt continue two and forty hours, 
then awake, as from a pleafant ileep. 
' when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
roufe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
en, as the manner of our country is, 
thy bell robes uncover'd on the bier, 
borne to burial in thy kindred's grave :" 
tou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault,- 
here all the kindred of the Capt/e's lie 
1 the mean time, agaihft thou (halt awake,- 
aall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 
nd hither fhail he come ; and he and I 
v^ ill watch thy waking, and that very night 
hall Rom™ bear thee hence to Mantua ; 
^iid this (hall free thee from this prefent fhame, • 
F no unconftant toy, nor womanifh fear, 
Abate thy valour in the adfcing it; 

Jul, Give me, oh give me, tell me not of fear. 

\Tvking the phial. - 
Fri. HbH, get you gone, be ftrong and prosperous 
*n this refolve ; I'll fend a Friar with fpeed 
f TU> Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. [afford. 

Jul. Love, give me ftrength, and ftrength ihafl help * 
^arewel, dear father ! [Exeunt. - 

SCENE changes to CapuletV Houfe* 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nur/e, and two or three 
Servants. 

Qafi. Q O many guefts invite, as here are writ ; 
C5 Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

Sery. You (hall have none ill, Sir, for Til try if they 
can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canft thou try them fo ? 

Ser<v. Marry, Sir, 'tis- an il! cook that cannot lick his 
own fingers : therefore he, that cannot lick his fingers, 
goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, be gone. 
We (hall be much unfarnifti'd for this Umei 

D 3 VJVaX* 
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What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence ? 

Nurfe. Ay, foriboth. 

Cop. Well, he may chance to do fome good on her r 
A peevifh felf-will'd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nurfe. c ee, where fhe comes fromfhrift with merry look. 

Cap. How now, my head-ftrong ? where have you 
been gadding ? 

J*h Where I have learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient opposition 
To you and your behefls ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Lawrence to fall proftratc here, 
And heg your pardon : Pardon, I befeech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever ruFd by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, go, tell him of this* 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Ju '. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence 9 cell, 
And gave him what becoming love I might, 
Not lTepping o'er the bounds of modefty. 

Cop. Why, I am glad on't, this is well, Hand up ; 
7 his is as't mould be ; let me fee the County : 
Ay, marry, go, I fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now, afore Gcd, this reverend holy friar 
All our whole city is much bound to him. ~ 

Jul Nurfe, wiH you go with me into my clofet, 
To help me fort fuch needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnifh me to-morrow ? 

La. C'p. No, not 'till tfhwfiasy there is time enough. 

Cap. Go nurfe* go with her; we'll to church to- 
morrow, {.Ecxeiat Juliet and Nurfe. 

La. Ca\ We fhall be ihort in our provifion ; 
'Tis now near night. 

Cap. Turn, I will flir about, 
And all things (hall be well, 1 warrant thee, wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, 
-I'll not to bed to-night, let me alone: 

J '11 play the houfewife for this once. What, ho ! 

They are all forth ; well, I will walk myfelf 
To County Pans, to prepare him. u]* 
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Afgainft to-morrow. My heart's wondrous light, 
Since this fame way-ward girl is fo reclaim'd. 

[ Exeunt Capulet and lady Capulet. 

SCENE changes to Juliet'* Chamber. 

Enter Juliet and Nu*fe. 

Jul. A Y, thofe attires are beft; but, gentle nurfe, 
Ji\ I pray thee, leave me to myfelf to-night : • 
For I have need of many orifons 
*Po*move the heav'ns to fmile upon my ftate, 
Which, well thou know'ft, is crofs, and full of fin. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La.Cap. What, are you bufy, do you aeed my help ? 
Jul. No, Madam, we have cull'd fuch neceflarics 
.As are behoyeful for our ftatejo-morrow : * 

So pleafe you, let me now be left alone, - 
And let the nurfe this night fit up with you ; -' 
For, lam fure, you have your hands full all, 
In this fo fudden bufinefs. 

La. Caf. Good night, 
Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. \Exeun\ 
Jul. Farewel — God knows, when we (hall meet again ! 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through -my veins, 
That almoft freezes up the heat of life. 
I'll call them back again to comfort me.- 
>tfurfe — what mould (he do here? 
My difmal fcene 1 needs muft ad alone : 
Come, phial*- What if this mixture do not work at all ? " 
Shall 1 of force be marry'd to the Count ? 

No, no, this fhall forbid it ; lie thou there 

[ Pointhg to a dagger* 
What if it be a poifon, which the friar 
Subtly hath minift'red, to have me dead, 
Left in this marriage he mould be difhonour'd, 
Becaufe he married me before to Romeo? 
I fear, it is ; and yet, methinks, it fhould not, 
For he hath .fti^l- been tried a holy. man. 

D 4. How,- 
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How, if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Comes to redeem me ? there's a fearful point ! 

M\all I not then be ftifled in the vault, 

To whole foul mouth no healthfome air breathes in, 

And there be flrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or, if 1 live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, 

(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where, for thefe many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried anceftors are packt ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies feftring in his Ihroud ; where, as they fay, 

At feme hoars in the night fpirits refort — — ) 

Alas, alas! is it not like, that I 

So early waking, what with loathfome fmells, 

And fhrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth* 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad.—— 

Or if I wake, (hall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe hideous fears) 

And madly play with my fore-fathers' joints, 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his ihroud ? 

And in this rage, with fome great kin (man's bone, 

As with a club, dafh out my defp'rate brains ? 

O look ! methinks, 1 fee my coufin's ghoft 

Feeking out Romeo, that did fpit his body 

Upon a rapier's point. Stay, Tybalt, (lay ! 

Romcc, 1 come i this do I drink to thee* 

[She throws berfelf on the bed* 

SCENE changes to CaptiletV Hall. 
En'er Lady Capulet and Nurfe. 

La. Cap, T "TOLD, take thefe keys and fetch more 
fl fpices, nurfe. 
Nurfe. They call for dates and quinces in the paltry. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cock hath crowed, A 
The curfcu bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock : 

Look 
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Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica. 
Spare not for coft. 

Nur/e. Go, go, you cot-quean, go ; 
Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be fick to-morrow, % 
For this night's watching/ 

Cap. No, not a whit : what, I have watch'd ere now •' 
All night for a lefs caufe, and ne'er been fick. 

La. Cap. Ay, you have been amoufe-hunt in your time, - 
But I will watch you, from fuch watching, now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurfe. • 

Caff. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ' ■ 

Now, fellow, what's there ? 

Enter three or four with/pits, and logs, and bajkets*' 

Serv. Things for the cook, Sir, but I know not what. 

Cap. Make hafle, make hafle ; firrah, fetch drier logs., > 
CM -Peter, he will (hew thee where they are. 

$£r<v. I have a head, Sir, that will find out logs, 
Arid never trouble Peter for the matter. 

Cap. 'Mafs, and well faid, a merry whorefon, ha ! - 

Thou fhalt be logger-head. good faith, 'tis day. 

The Louaty will be here with mufick flraight, 

[Play mufich - 
For fo, he faid, he wOuld. ; I hear him near. 
Nurfe,— -wife,— what, ho! what, nurfe, 1 fay? • 

Enter "Nu*fet - 

Gt>, waken Juliet, go and trim her up, ; 
I'll go and chat with Pans: hie, make hafle, '* 
Make haile, the bride-groom he is come already ; " 
Make hafte, 1 fay.. [&xe. Capulet and Nurfe, jeverally. * 

S C ENEf%i to Juliet'* Chamber, Juliet-* 
on a ltd. - 

Re-enter "Nurfe v - 

Nurfe.. TV/T Iftrefs, what, miftrefs I - JiJieh— **>¥&} '• 

1 Vi I warrant her ; ' 

Why, lamb—why, lady— Fy, you ilug-=a-bed-* -■ 

D s , * WnyV* 
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Why, love, I fay — Madam, fweet-heart — why, bride*— 

What, not a word ! you take your pennyworths now » 

Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant, 

^ he County Paris hath let up his reft, 

1 hat you (hall reft but little— God forgive me— • 

ft any,, and amen .'—How found is fhe afleep ? 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, madam,, madam,. 

Ay, let the County take you in your bed— ' — 

He'll fright you up, i'faith. Will it not be ? 

What dreft,, andin your clothes— — and down again f 

I muft needs wake you : Lady, lady, lady—* 

Alas ! alas ! help ! help ! my lady's dead. 

O well-a-day, that ever I was born ! 

Some A^ua iiita y . ho ! my lord, my lady!. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What noife is here ? 

Nurfe. O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap.. What's the matter?. 

Nurfe. Look,— oh heavy day ! 

- La. Cap. Oh me, oh me, my child, r .my only life 1 
Revive j look up,, or 1 will. die with. thee : 
Help, help ! call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap^ For fhame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is come.. 
.* Nurfe. She's dead, deceased, (he's dead : alack the day! 

Cap. Ha ! let me fee her — Out, alas ! (he's, cold* 
Her blood is fettled, and her joints are ftiff; 
Life and thefe lips have long been feparated ; 
Death lies on her,, like an untimely froft 
Upon the fweeteft flow'r of all the field. 
Accu/fed time ! unfortunate old ma<n 1 

Nurfe^ O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. O woeful time;! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail*. 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me fpeak. 

Enter Friar Lawrence,, ana* Paris *witb Mufcians. 

Fri. Come,. is the bxidc ready to go to church. ? 

z Caft+' 
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Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O fon, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath Death lain with thy wife : fee, there fhe lies, 
Flow'r as fhe was, deflowered now by him : 
Death is my fon-in-law. 

Par. Have I thought long to fee this morning's face, » 
And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ! 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day ! 
Moft miferable hour, that Time e'er faw 
In lading labour of his pilgrimage ! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and folace in, 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my fight. 

Nur/e. O woe ! oh woful, woful, woful day ! ' 
Moft lamentable day ! moft woful day ! 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold. 
Oh day ! oh day ! oh day ! oh hateful day ! 
Never was feen fo black a day as this j 
Oh woful day, oh woful day ! 

Par. Beguil ? d, 'divorced, wronged, fpighted, flain, - 
Moft deteftable Death, by thee beguiPd, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite over-thrown :■ 
O love, O life, — not life, but love in death !— — 

Cap. Defpis'd, diftrefled, hated, martyr'd, kilPd, * 
Uncomfortable Time ! why cam'ft thou now 
To murder, murder our folemnity ? 
O child! O child ! my foul, and not my child! 
Dead art thou 1 dead ; alack ! my child is dead, • 
And, with my child, my joys are buried. 

Fri. Peace, ho, for fhame ! Confufion's cure lives 
not (26) 
In -thefe confufions : Heaven and yourfelf- 

Had 

(26) "Peace ho for Jbame, confufions : Care fivei not in thefe cotifu* 
Jfou.] This fpeech, tho' it contains good chriftian doctrine, tho* it 
is perfectly in character for the friar, and not the moft defpicable 
for its poetry, Mr. Pope has curtail'd to little or nothing, becaufe it 
has not the fanclion of the firft old copy. By the fame rule, had he " 
purfued it throughout, we might have loft fome of the fineft addi- 
tional ftrokesin the two parts of K. Henry IV. But there was ano- ' 
tiler rcafon, I fufpec% for curtailing: certain corruptions darted, > 

D 6 ' which ci 



84 Romeo and Ju l i et, 

Had part in this fair maid ; now Heav'h hath air; 
And all the better is it for the maid. 
Your part in her you could not keep from deaths 
But Heav'n keeps his part in eternal life. 
The mod, you (ought, was her promotion r 
For 'twas your heaven„ fhe mould be advanced : : 
And weep you now, feeing fhe is advanc'd, 
Above the clouds, as high aaHeay'n himfelf? 
Oh, in this love you love your child .fo ill, 
That you. run. mad, feeing,, that fhe is well- 
She's not well married, that lives married long 5 .. 
But (he's bell married, that dies married young. 
Dry up- your tears, and flick your, rofemary 
On this fair coarfe ; and, as the cuftom is, , 
And in her befl array, bear, her to church. 
For tho' fomLNature bids us all lament, (27) 
Yet Nature's tears are. Reafon's merriment. 

Cap. All things, that we ordained feflival, . - 
Turn from their office to black funeral ; , 
Our indruments to melancholy bells, 
Our wedding chear to a fad. funeral feaft ; ; 
Our folemn hymns to fullen dirges change, . 
Our bridal flow'rs ferve for a buried coarfe ; 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in, and, Madam, go with him ; 
And go, Sir farit; every one prepare 
To follow this fair coarfe unto her grave. 

* which required the Indulging hh private fenfe to make them intelfi* 
gible, and this was ao onrcafonable labour* As I have reform'd the 
palTage above quoted, I dare warrant, I have reftorM our Poet's text 5 
and a fine fenfible. reproof it contains, againft immoderate grief: for 
the friar begins with telling them, that the cure of thofe confutions, 
into which the melancholy accident had thrown them, did not live 
in the conrus'd and inordinate exclamations which they exprefs'd on 
that account. 

(17) For tbo" fome Nature bids us all lament .] Seme Nature ? Sure, 
it is the general rule of Nature, or (he could not bid us all lament.. I 
have ventured to fubftitute an epithet, which, I fufpeel, was loft in the 
idle, corrupted word, Some; and which admirably quadrates with the 
verfe fucceeding this } that tho* the fondnefs of Nature lay fuch an 
injunction upon us, yet that Reaibn does but mock our unavailing 
forrow* 

The 
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The Heav'ns do low'r upon you, for ibme-ill ; 
Move them no more, by croffing their high, will* 

[Exeunt Capulet, .Lady Capulet, Pans, and Friar. - 

Manent Muficians t and Nurfe.~ 

Mvf. Faith, we may put up. our pipes and be gone, v 
Nurfe. HonenY good fellows : ah, put up, put up ;. 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful cafe. [Exit Nurfe % . 
Muf Ay, by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Enter Peter; 

Pet* Mulicians, oh muficians, heart 9 / eafe 9 heart* s eafi'} 
Oh, an you will have me live, why, play hearts ea/e. . 

Mv/sWhij^hearfseaJe? 

Pet.-O. muficians, becaufe my heart itfelf plays, my 
heart itfelf is full of <woe. O, play me fome merry dump, ^ 
to comfort me ! 

Muf Not a dump we, 'tis no time to pjay now. 

Pet. You will not then ?~ 

M.f No. 

Pet. I will then give it you fbundfy. 

Muf. What will you give us ? 

Pet i No money, on my faith, but thetgleek : I will 
give you the minftrel. 

Muf Then will 1 giv« you the ferving creature. 

Pet. .Then .will i lay the ferving creature's dagger on 
your pate.. \ will carry no crotchets* Vll^re you, -I'll 
fa yon, do you note me ? 

Muf An you ..»■* us, and fa us, you note us.-. 

2 Muf. Pray you, .put. up. your- dagger, and put out 
your wit. 

Pet. Then have at yoa with my wit ; I v{ill dry-beat 
you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger :— — * - 
anfwer me like men : 
When griping grief the heart doth nxound, . 
Then mufic <witk her filler found— — 
Why, fiver found? why, mufiek with btrfifoer found t 
What fay you, Simon ( atlin% ? 

I Muf. Marry* Sir, becairfe filverhath a fweet found* 

Pa. Pretty I what fay you, Jiugb Rebtci t 

2?M*f 
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2 Muf I fay, filver found, becaufe muficians found 
for filver. 

Pet. Pretty too! what fay you, Samuel Sound-board? 

3 Muf. 'Faith, I know not what to fay. 

Pet, O, 1 cry you mercy, you are the finger y I will < 
k Jfo for y ou « * c is mafick with her filver found, becaufe ; 
-fiich fellows, as you, have no gold for founding. 
The mufick with her jitter found 

Doth lend redrefs. [Exit t finging* ■ 

M^f, What a peftilent knaveis this fame ? 
2 Muf. Hang him, Jack ; come, we'll in here, tarry r 
for the mourners, and flay dinner. [Exeunt. ■ 

A C T V, 

SCENE, in Mantua^ 

Enter Romeo.- 

IF I may truft the flattering truth of fleep, (2?) ? 
My dreams prefage fome joyful news at hand : 
Ivly bofom's lord fits lightly on his throne, 
And, all this day, an unaccuftom'd fpirit 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful thoughts. 
1 dreamt^ my lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think) ; 
And breath'd fuch life with kifTes in my lips, 
That 1 reviv'd, and was an Emperor. 
Ah me ! how fweet is love itfelf pofTeft, 
When but love's fhadows are fo rich in joy ? 

Enter Balthafar. 

News from Verona How now, Balthafar?' 
Doft thou not bring me letters from the- Friar I 

[%%) If I may trufi the flattering truth tffieepJ] i. e. If I rnay be- - 
Iteve thofe dreams ; if 1 xaay coa£de- in their flattering teoouF, as ia 
a promifc of truth. 

How 
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How doth my lady ? is my father well ? 
How doth my Juliet? That \ aik again ; 
For nothing can be ill if fhe be. well. 

Balth'. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill ^ 
Her body fleeps in Cap-Jet? monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives: 
I* faw her laid low in her kindred's vault,. 
Andprefently took poll to tell it you:. 
O, pardon me for bringing r Jieie ill news,- 
Since you did leave it for my office, Sir. . 
Rom. Is it even fo ? then I defy you, liars! 

Thou know'ft my lodging, get me ink and paper?- 

And hire poil-horfes. 1 will hence to-night. 

Balth.. Pardon me, Sir, I dare not leave you thus.. 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import* 
Some mifadventure. 

Rom. Tulh, thou, art deceiv'd ; 
Leave me, and do the thing i bid thee do :. 
Hall thou no letters to me from the Friar ? 
Baltb. No, my good Lord. 
Rom. No matter : get thee gone, 
And hire thofe horfes ;. HI be with thee flraight. 

[Exit Bahhafar* 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with. thee to-night ; 
Let's fee for. means— Omifchief! thou art fwift 
To enter in the thought of defperate men ! 
I do remember an Apothecary, 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted. 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, , 
Culling of fimples ;. meager were his looks \ 
Sharp mifery had worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy fhop a tortoife hung, 
An alligator fluft, and other fkins 
Gf Ul-fhap'd fifties ; and about his ihelves* , 
A beggarly account of empty boxes ; 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and mufty feeds, . 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of rofes 
Were thinly icatter'd to make up a mow. 
Noting this penury, to myfelf, I faid, 
Aaif a man did need a poifon.now,, 

Whofe 
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Whofe fale is prefent death in Mantua 9 

Here lives a caitiff wretck would fell it him. 

Oh', this fame thought did but fore-run my need, * 

And this feme needy man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this mould be the houfe. 

Being holy-day, the beggar's mop js fhut ; 

What, ho ! Apothecary ! - 

Enttr Aptxthecary. > 

Ap. Who calls fa loud ? 

Rom. Come hither, man ; J fee, that thou art poor J ; 
Hold, there is forty ducats ?. let me have 
A dram of-poifon, fuch foon-fpeeding geer, - 
A-s will.ditperfe itfelf thro* all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead; 
And that the trunk may be difcharg'd of breath, •. 
As violently, as hafty powder fir'd 
Doth- hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs 1 have, but Mantua's law - 
Is death to any he that utters them. 

Rem, Art* thou fo bare and full of - wretch ednefs, ^ 
And fear'ft to die ? famine is in thy cheeks ; 
Need and oppreflion flare within thine eyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy. back : 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law; .* 
The world affords no law to make thee rich, 
Then be not poor, -but break it and take this. 

jip. My poverty, but not my will, confents. - 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

A>. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the ftrength ; 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you firelight. - 

Rom. \ here is thy. gold ; worfe poifon to men's fbuls,\ 
Doing more murders in this loathiome world, 
Than thefe poor compounds that thou may 'ft not fell : - 
I fell thee poifon, thou hail fold me none. 
Farewel, buy food, and get thee into flefti. 
Come, cordial, and not poifon; go. with me 
To JiMtt'i grave, for there mull 1 ufe thee. [Exeunt* 
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SCENE changes to the Monaftery at Verona. 

Enter Friar JoRfl. 
John. T 1 OLY Francifcan Friar ! brother! ho ! 

Enter Friar Lawrence to him. 

Law. This fame Ihould be the voice of Friar John**— 
Welcome from Mantua ; what fays Romeo ? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out. 
One of our order, to* affociate me, 
Here in this city vifiting the fick; 
And finding him, the fearchers of the town, 
Sulpediing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infectious peflilence did reign ^ 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us N fbrth ; 
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was (laid. 

Law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo ? 

John. I could not fend it ; here it is again ; 
Nor get a meflenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 

Law. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge 
Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar J'hr, go hence, 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it ftraight 
Unto my cell. 

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. [Exit- 

Law. Now mult I to the monument alone : 
Within thefe three hours will fair Juliet wake ^ 
S1ie will befhrew me much, that Romto 
Hath had no notice -of thefe accidents :■• 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell 'till Romeo come. 
Poor living coarfe, cLos'd ia a dead.man's tomb ! [Exit* ■ 
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SCENE changes to a Ghurch-yard: In it y a* 
Monument belonging to the Cagulets, 

Enter Paris, and bis Page 9 wit b alight. 

Par. f~* IVE me thy torch,, boy y hence, and fi&nxL 

VJT aloof. 
Yet put it out, for I would not be feen : 
Under yond yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Laying thy ear clofe to the hollow ground ; 
So fhall no foot upon the church-yard tread, 
(Being loofe, uniirm, with digging up of graves)" 
"But thou fhalt hear it : whiftle then to me, 
As fxgnal that thou hear'fl fomething approach. 
Give me" thofe flow'rs. Do as 1 bid thee ; go.- 
- Page* I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the church-yard, yet I will adventure. [Exit. 
Par. Sweet flow'r ! with flow'rs thy bridal bed I ftrew : 

[ Strewing flowers. - 
Jair Juliet, that with angels doft remain, 
Accept this lateft favour at my hand ; 
That living honour'd thee, and, being dead, 
With fun'ral obfequies adorn thy tomb.. [ 1 he boy <whiftles. 
—The boy gives warning, fomething doth approach ;— •• 
What curfed foot wanders this way to-night, 
To crofs my obfequies, and true love's rit;e ? 
What ! with a torch ? muffle me, night, a while; 

Enter Romeo a»^Bahhafar with a light. (29) 

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron. 

Hold,. 

(29) Enter Romeo, and Peter with a tight.] But Peter was a fer- • 
vant of the Capuleii: befides, he brings the mattock and crow to 
wrench open Juliet's grave, an office hardly to be intruded with a ' 
fervant of that family. We find a little above, at the very beginning*, 
•of this act, BuzUbafar is the pcrfon who brings Romeo the news of his 
bride's death : and yet, at the clofe of the play, Pttcr takes upon him 
to depcfe that he brought thofe tiding*. Utri credit is, quirites? 
In fliort, we hear Bali hajar deliver the meffage j and therefore Peter" 
is a lying evidence, fujorn'd by the blundering editors. We mufr 

therefore • 
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Hold, take this letter, early in the morning 

See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life, I charge thee, 

W'hate'er thou hear'ft or feeft, itand all aloof, 

And do -not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defcend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my lady's face : 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring, a ring that I muft ufe 

In dear employment; therefore, hence, be gone: 

But if thou, jealous, dofi return to pry 

In what I further {hall intend to do, 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And ftrew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs ; 

The time and my intents are favage, wild, 

More fierce and more, inexorable far 

Than empty tygers, or the roaring fea. 

Baitb. 1 will be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom. So malt thou mew me friendihip. — Take the* 
, that; 
Live and be profp'rous, and farewel, good fellow. 

Baltb. For all this fame, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [ Exit Balth. 

Rom. Thou deteftable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareil morfel of the earth, 
Thus 1 inforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[ Breaking open the Monument* 
And in defpight I'll cram thee with more food. 

Far. This is that banifht haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's coufin ; (with which griefV 
It is fuppofed, the fair creature dy'd) 
And here is come to do fome villainous fhame 
To the dead bodies : 1 will apprehend hinu 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mo?itague : 
Can vengeance be purfu'd further than death T 

therefore ca/hier him, and put Balth a far on hi* proper duty. The 
fource of this error feems eafy to be accounted for; Peter's character 
ending in the 4th a£t, 'tis very probabie the fame perfon might play 
Baitbafar, and i'o be quoted on in the prompter*!, book as Feter. 

Con- 
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Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muft die. 

Rom. I mufl, indeed, and therefore came I hither.— 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defp'rate man ; 
Fly hence and leave me : think upon thefe gone,' 
Let them affright thee. I befeech thee, youtlv 
Pull not another fin upon my head, 
By urging me to Jury. Oh be gone ! 
By heav'n, I love thee better than myfelf i 
For I come hither arm'd againft myfelf. 
Stay not, be gone ; live, and hereafter fay,* 
A madman V mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy commiferatiori, 
And apprehend' thee for a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? tften Have at tKee, boyv 

[Tfoyfigbt, Paris fa: U-^ 

Page. Oh Lord, they fight ! I will go call the watch. — 

Par. Oh, I am flain ; if thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb,, lay me with Juliet. [Dies~~ 

Rom. In faith, I will : let me perufe this face 
Merc ut /o r s kinfman ! Noble County Paris I 
What faid my man, when my betofled foul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think, 
He told me, Paris fliould have married Juliet* 
Said he not fo ? or did I dream it fo ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was fo ? Oh give me thy hand; 
One writ with me in four Misfortune's book, - 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave. 
A grave X O, no ; a lanthorn, flaughter'd youth y 
For here lies Juliet ; and her beauty makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd :— » 

£ L oying Paris in the Monument '• 
How oft, when men are at the point of death, 
Have they been merry ? which their keepers call 

A lightning before death. O, how may I 

Call this a lightning ! Oh my love, my wife ! 

Death, that hath fuckt the. honey-of thy breath, . 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thorn. 
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Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's enfign yet 

Is crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And death's pale flag is not advanced there. 

Tybalt , ly'ft thou there in thy bloody meet ? 

Oh, what more favour can I do to thee, 

Than with that hand, that cut thy youth in twain, 

To (under his, that was thy enemy ? 

Forgive me, coufhu— Ah dear Juliet^ 

JVhy art thou yet (o fair ? mail I believe 

That unfubftantial Death is amorous, 

And that the lean abhorred monfler keeps 

Thee here in dark, to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that, 1 will flay with thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim Night (30) 

Depart again : Here, here will I remain, 

With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; oh here 

Will I fet up my everlafting reft ; 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftars 

From this world-weary^ fleih. Eyes, look your laft! 

Arms, take your laft embrace ! and lips, oh you 

The doors of breath, feal uith a righteous kifs 

A datelefs bargain to engrofiing death ! 

Come, bitter conduct ! come, unfav'ry guide ! 

Thou defp'rate pilot, now at once run on 

The darning rocks my fca-fick, weary bark : 

Here's to my love ! oh, true apothecary ! 

^Drinks the poifon. 

Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kifs I die* [Dieu 

(30) And never from this palace of dim Night 

Depart again* (Come, lie thou in my arrr.6 ; 

Here's to thy health. O true apothecary ! v 

Thy drugs are quick.)] Mr. Popes, and fome other of the worfer, 
editions acknowledge abfurdly the lines which I have put into paren- 
tixfs here j and which I have expung'd from the text, for this reaion : 
Romeo is made to confefsthe effect of the poifon, before evfr he has 
tafte4.it. I fuppofe, it hardly was fo favoury that the patient flioold 
chufe to make two draughts of it. And, eight lines after tlv ie,-we 
find him taking the poifon in his hand, and making an (.ftjlroybe to 
it; inviting it to perform its office at once $ and then, and not till 
then, does he clap it to his lips, or can with any probability fpeak of 
its inftant force and effects. Befides, Sbakefpeare would hardly have 
made Romto drink to the health of his dead mifUefs, 

Enter 
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Enter Friar Lawrence 'with I ant born y crow, and/pade. 

Fri. St. Francis be my fpeed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet (tumbled at graves f who's there f 

Enter Balthafar. 

Bah Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you wellr 

Fri. Blifs be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefs fculls ? as I difcern, 3 

It burneth in the Capulets 9 monument. !c 

Baltb. It doth fo, holy Sir, (S 

And there's my mailer, one you dearly love* !i 

Fri. Who is it ? 5 

Baltb. Romeo. \ 

Fri. How long hath he been there ? 

Baltb. Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the va*lk 

Baltb. I dare not, Sir. 
My mafter knows not, but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
}f I did flay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then, I'll go alone ; fear comes upon me J 
O, much V fear fome ill unlucky thing. 

Baltb. As 1 did fleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt, my mafter and another fought, 
And that my mafter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo f 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which flains 
The ftony entrance of this fepulchre ? 
What means thefe mafterlefs and goary fwords, 
To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace ? 
Romeo ! oh pale ! who elfe ? what Paris too ? 
And fteep'd in blood ? ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ? 
The lady ftirs. [lord ? 

. Jul* [awaking.] Oh comfortable Friar, where is my 
I <& remember well where I fhould be ; 
And there I am ; but where is Romeo ? 

Fri. I hear fome noife ! Lady, come from that neft 

Of 
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ieath, contagion, and unnatural fleep ; 
reater Power, than we can contradicl, 
:h thwarted our intents ; come, come away ; 
y hufband in thy bofom there lies dead, 

d Paris too Come, I'll difpofe of thee 

nong a fifterhood of holy Nuns : 

ay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming. 

•>me, go, good Juliet ; 1 dare no longer ftay. [Exit. 

? e ul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away, 
at's here ? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand ? 
>ifon, I fee, hath been his timelefs end. 
h churl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop 
o help me after ? I will kifs thy lips ; 
iply, fome poifon yet doth hang on them ; 
> make me die with a reftorative. 
hy lips are warm. 

Enter Boy and Watch* 

Watch* Lead, boy, which way"? » 

Jul. Yea, noife ? 
Then I'fl be brief. O happy dagger ! 

[Finding a dagger m 
This is thy fheath, there ruft and let me die. 

[Kills her/elf. 

Boy.This istheplace; there, where the torch doth burn. 

Watch. The ground is bloody. Search about the 
church-yard ; 
<Jo, fome of you, whom e'er you find, attach. 
Pitiful fight ! here lies the County flain, 
And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain thefe two days buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulets, 
Kaife up the Montagues ; fome others, fearch.— - 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lie : 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defcry.) 

Enter fome of the Watch*, with Balthafar. 

2 Watch. Here's Romcoh man, we found him in the 
church-yarcL 

1 Watch. 
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i Watch* Hold him in fafety, till the Prince comes 
hither. 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar Lawrence. 

3 Wateh. Here is a Friar that trembles, fighs and weeps : 
We took this mattock and this fpade from him, 
As he was coming from this church-yard fide. 

i Watch. A great fufpicion : flay the Friar too. 

Enter the Prince, and attendants. 

Prince. What mifad venture is fo early up, 
That calls our perfon from our morning's reft ? 

Enter Capulet and Lady Capulet. 

Cap. What mould it be, that they fo fhriek abroad ? 

La. Cap. The people in the ftreet cry, Romeo ; 
Some, Juliet ; and fome, Paris ; and all run 
With open out-cry tow'rd our monument. 

Princ^ What fear is this, which ftartles in your ears ? 

Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris flain, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet (dead before) 
Warm and new kill'd. [comes. 

Prince. Search, feek, and know, how this foul murder 

Watch. Here is a b riar, and flaughter'd Romeo's man, 
With inftruments upon them, fit to open 
Thefe dead men's tombs. [bleeds ! 

Cap. Oh, heav'n ! oh, wife ! look how our daughter 
This dagger hath mifta'en ; for, lo! the fheath 
Lies empty on the back of Montague, 
The point mif-fheathed in my daughter's bofom. 

La. Cap. Oh me, this fight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a fepulchre. 

Enter Montague. 

Prince. Come, Montague, for thou art early up, 
To fee thy fon and heir now early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night; 
Grief of my fon's exile hath flopt her breath : 
What further woe confpires againft my age ? 

Prince* Look, and thou (halt fee, 

Mittm 
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Jtfffv. Oh, thou untaught 1 what manners is in this, 
To prefs before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can clear thefe ambiguities, 
And know their fpring, their head, their true defcent ; 
And then will 1 be general of your woes, 
And lead you ev'n to death. Mean time forbear, 
And let xnifchance be (lave to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of fufpicion. 

Fri. 1 am the greateft, able to do lead, 
Yet moft fufpe&ed ; as the time and place 
Doth make againft me, of this direful murder; 
And here 1 (land both to impeach and purge 
My felf condemned, and myfelf excus'd. 

Prince. Then fay at once what thou doll know in this* 

Fri. I will be brief, for jny (hort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romefi, there dead, was hufeuad to that Juliet ; 
And me, there dead, that Rome's faithful wife : 
I married them ; and their ftolen marriage-day 
Was Tybalt's dooms-day, whofe untimely death 
BaninYd the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tjb*h 9 Jvliet pined. 
" You, to remove that fiege of grief from her, 
Betrothed and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes (he to me, 
And, with wild looks, bid me devife fome means 
To rid her from this fecond marriage ; 
Or, in my cell, there would ftie kill herfelf. 
Then gave 1 her (fo tutorM by my art) 
A fleeping potion, which fo took effett 
As 1 intended; for it wrought on her 
The form of death. Mean time 1 writ to Rimet, 
That he ftionld hither come, as this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed grave ; 
Being die time the potion's force mould ceafe, 
But he which bore my letter, Friar John % 
Was (laid by accident ; and yefternight 
Returned my letter back ; then all alone, 
At the prefixed hour of her awaking, 

Vol. VHL E Came 



98 Romeo and J a l i e t. 

Came I to take her from her kindred's vault ; 

Meaning to keep her clofely at my cell, 

? Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo. 

But when \ came, (fome minute ere the time 

Of her awaking) here untimely lay 

1 he noble Pans, and true Romeo dead. 

She wa^es, and I entreated her come forth, 

And bear this work of heav'n with patience : 

But then a noife did fcare me from the tomb, 

And fhe, too defp'rate, would not go with me \ 

But, as it feems did violence on herfelf. 

All this I know, and to the^ marriage 

Her nurfe is privy : but if aught in this 

Mifcarried by my fault, let my old life 

Be facrific'd, fome hour before the time, 

Unto the rigour of fevereft law. 

Prince. We ftill have known thee for an holy man. 

Where's Romeo's man ? what can he fay -to thfe ? 
Balth. I brought my mailer news of JufoPs dead*, 

And then in poft he came from Mantua 

To this fame place, to this fame monument* 

This letter he early bid me give his father, 

And threatned me with death, going to the vault, 

\£l departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on>it. 
Where is the County's page, that rais'd the watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your matter in this j>lace I 

Pa^f. He came with flowers to itrew his lady's grave, 
And bid me ftand aloof, and (b I did : 
Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb, 
And, by and by, my matter drew on him j 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Ptince. This letter doth make good the Friar's words, 
Their courfe of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes, that he did buy a poifon ; 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewitnal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
Where be thefe enemies ? Capulet ! Montague I 
See, what a fcourge is laid upon your hate. 
That heav'n finds means to kill your joys with love ! 

7 And 
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And T, for winking at your difcords too, 
Have loft a brace of kinfmen : all are puniih'd ! 

Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand, 
This is my 1 daughter's jointure ; for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more, 
For I will raife her ftatue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
faiere mail no figure at that rate be fet, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Ca . As rich (hall Romeo 9 s by his lady lye : 
Poor facrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A gloomy peace this morning with it brings, 
The fun for forrow will not fhew his head ; 
Go hence to have more talk of thefe fad things ; 
Some fhall be pardon'd, and fome punifhed. 
For never was a ftory of more woe, 
Than this of Juliet, and her Rgme* [Exeunt mntu 
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HAM L E % 
Prince ^Denmark, (i) 



a c T I, 

•SCENE,* Platform before the Palace. 

Enter Bernardo and Francifco, two dntineh. 

Bernardo. 
JT£jg a M[HO'0 there? 
fc^ W /•( ^«*« Nay, anfwer me 



(land, and unfold 
W3 yourfelf. 

W ^Ww £"■• Long live the King^J 
i^^jk^l f r ^ # Bernardo P 
fir. .He. '. 

(i j Hbneft Lflngba'we (In his account of Dramatic Pors) having 
told us, that he knew not whether this flory were true or falfe, not 
finding in the lift given by DoAor Heylin fuch a King of Denmark as 
Claudius • Mr. Pope* comes and tells us, that this ftory was not in- 
vented by our Author, tho% from whence he took it, he knows not* 
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Fran* You come moft carefully upon your hour* , 
Ber. 'Tis now ftruck twelve j get thee to bed, Franc fa± 
Fran. For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bitter cold,. 
And I am fick at heart. 
Ber. Have you had q^ukt guard r 
Fran. Not a moufe ftirring. 
Ber. Well, goodnight. 
If you do meet Horatio and Mareellur, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make bafta 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think, i hear them. Stand, ho! who i* there ? 

Hot. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liege- men to the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night. fvou I 

Mar. Oh r faiewel, honeS foldier; who hath reftev'd 

Langbaine gives tn a fenfible reafbn for his Ignorance in this point f, 
what to make of Mr Peer's aiTertion upon the grounds he gives us for 
it, ] confeff, 1 know not. But we'll allow this gentleman, for once, 
a prophet in his declaration : for the ftory is taken from Saxo Gram- 
matical in his Danijb hiftory. 1*11 fubjoin a ftort extract of the ma* 
terial circumftancts, on which the groundwork of the plot is built s 
and how happily the Poet has adapted his incidents, I (hall leave to 
the observation of every reader. The hiftorian calls our Poet's hero, 
jfmleibus; his father, Horwendi/Ius ; his uncle, Fengo $ and his mo- 
ther, G truth a. The old king in fingle, combat flew CoJUrut, king of 
Norway ; Fengo makes away with his brother Hcrwtndilks, and mar* 
ries his widow Gtrntba, simUtbut, to avoid being fufpefted by hit 
uncle of defigns, aftiiines a form of otter madnefe. A fine woman fa 
planted upon him, to try if hie would yield to the impreffion* of love* 
Fengo contrives, that Amktbus, in order to (bund him, mould be do* 
feted by his mother. A man is conceai'd in the rmnes to overhear 
their Afcourfe; whom Amletbut difcovers and kills. When the 
Queen is frighted at this behaviour of bis, he talks her about her cri- 
minal coorfe of life, and inceftuous converfation with her former hu£» 
band's murtherer t confefles, his madnefs is but counterfeited, to pre* 
ferve himfelf and fecure hit revenge for his father; to which be In- 
Joins the Queen*s filence. Fengo fends Amlttbnt to Britaine : two of 
the King's fervants attend him, with letters to the Brittf» King, ftri&- 
ly prcflihg the death of Amlttbut, who. in the night time, coming at 
their commiflion, o'er-reada it, forms a new one, and turns the de- 
struction, defiga'd towards himfelf, on the bearers of the letters* 
*£mJabjv, returning home, by a wile furpriaes and kills his uncle. 

Fraiu 



Hamlet, Prime ^Denmark. 105 

Fran. Bernardo has my place ; give you good night. 

[£*#/ Francttco, 

Mar. Holla! Bernardo* 

Ber. Say, what, is Horatio there ? 

Her, A piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Marcelfut. 

Mar. What, has this thing appeared again to-night I 

Ber. I have feen nothing. 
. Mar. Horatio fays, 'tis oat our phantafy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him* 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us ; 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us, to watch the minutes of this night; 
That if again this apparition come, 
• He may approve our eyes, and fpeak to it t 

Hor m Tufh! tufh! 'twill not appear. 

Ber. Sit down a while. 
And let us once again affail your ears, 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory, 
What we have two nights feen* 

Hor. Well, fit we down, 
And let us hear Btmardo Q>eak of this. 

Ber. Laft night of all, 
When yon fame ftar, that's weftward from the pole, 
Had made his conrfe t'illume that part of heav'a 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myfelf* 
The bell then beating one, 
Mar, Peace, break thee off; 

Enter the Gbofi. 

Look, where it comes again. v 

Ber. In the fame figure, like the King that's dead. 

Mar. Thou art a fcholar, fpeak to it, Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like the fang? mark it, Horatio. 

Hor, Moft like : it harrows me with fear and wonder. 

Ber. It would be fpoke to. 

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou, that ufurjj'ft this time of night* 
Together with that fair and warlike form. 
In which the majefty of buried Denmark 
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Did fometime march ? by heav'n, I charge thee, fpeak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Be/ . See ! it ftalks away, 

Hor. Stay ; fpeak : I charge thee, fpeak. [Exit Ghoft. 

Mar. 'Tis gone and will not anfwer. 
; Btr. How now, Horatio? you tremble and lookpale. 
Is not this fomething more than phantafy ? 
W hat think you of it ? 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Nlar % Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thyfelf. 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When he th' ambitious Norway combated : 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He fmote the (leaded Polack on the ice. 
'Tis flrange 

Ma>. 1 hus twice before, and juft at this dead hour, 
With martial ftalk, he hath gone by our watch. 

H>r. In what particular thought to work, I know not;. 
But, in the grofs and fcope of my opinion, 
1 hie bodes feme ilrange eruption to our flate. 

Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me, he that knows, 
Why this fame ftri£t and moil obfervant waf,ch 
So nightly toils the fubjecls of the land ? 
And why fuch daily caft of brazen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war ? 
Why fuch imprefs of (hipwrights, whofe fore talk 
Does not divide the fun day from the week ? 
What might be toward, that this fweaty hafle 
Doth make the night joint labourer with the day : 
Who is't, that can inform me ? 

Hor. That can I ; 
At leaft, the whifper goes fo. Our lafl King, 
Whofe image even but now appeared to us, 
Was, as you- know, by Fortivbras of Norway, 
(Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride) 
Dar'd to the fight : In which our valiant Hamkt, 
{hot fo this fide of our known world efteem'd him) 

Did 
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Did flay this Fortinbrat : who by feal'd compaft, 

Well ratified by law and heraldry, 

Did forfeit (with his life) all thole his lands, 

Which he flood feiz'd of; to the conqueror : 

Againft the which, a moiety competent 

Was gaged by onr iung ; which had return'd % 

To the inheritance of Fortnbra^ 

Had he been vanauifher; as by that cov'nant > 

And carriage of tne articles defign'd, 

His fell to Hamlet. Now young Ftftinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 

Hath in the ikirts of Norway^ here and there, 

Shark'd up a lift of landlefs refolutes* 

For food and diet, to fome enterprise 

That hath a ftomach in't : which is no other,, 

As it doth well appear- unto our ftate, 

Bjjt to recover of us by nVong hand, 

And terms compulfative, thoie forefaid lands. 

So by his father loft : and this, I take it, 

Is the main motive of our preparations, 

The fburce of this our watch, and the chief head 

Of this poft hafte and romage in the land. 

Ber. I think, it be no other, but even fo: 
WeH may it fort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King^ 
That was, and is, the queftion of thefe wars. 

Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye* 
In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome* 
A little ere the mightieft Julius fell* 
The grave ftood tenantlefs ; the fheeted dead 
Did fqueak and gibber in the Roman ftreets ; 
Stars ihone with trains of fire, dews, of blood fell ^ 
Lifafters veil'd the fun ; and the moift ftar, 
Upon whofe influence Neptune's empire ftands,. 
Was fick almoft to dooms-day with eclipfe. 
And even the like precurfe of fierce events, 
As harbingers preceding ftill the fates, 
And prologue to. the omea'd coming on, (*)• 

Bart 

(t) And prologue to the omen coming on."] But prologue and vten, am 
»afclv fynowymou* here, aod mud figniCy one aadthc fanac things 
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Have heav'n and earth" together demonstrated 
Unto our climatuxes and countrymen. 

Enttr Gboft again. » 

But (oft, behold ! lo, where it comes again ! 
I'll crofs it, though it Waft me. Stay, iUufton ! 

[Spreading bis arms. 
If thou haft any found, or ufe of voice, 
Speak to me. 

If there to any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me ; 
Speak to me. 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

Ohfpeakl 

Or, if thou hail uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treafare in the womb of earth, [Cock trows* 
For which, they (ay, you fpirits oft walk in death, 
Speak of it. Stay, and fpeak — Stop it* Man dim* ■ ■> 

Mar. Shall 1 ftrike at it with my partizan ? 

Her. Do, if it will not ftand, 

Ber. % ris here wi 

Ho-. 'Tiahere 

Mar. 'Tis gone. ^ [ Exit Gkoft. 

We do it wrong, being fo majeftical. 
To offer it fhew of violence ; 
For it is as the air, invulnerable ; 
And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to fpeak when tke cock crew. 

/frr. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful fummons. 1 have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 
Both with his lofty and fhrill-founding throat 
Awake the God of day ; and, at his warning, 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or air, 
Th* extravagant and erring fpirit hies 

But the Poet mean?, that thefe ftrange phanomenM ate prologues, an4 
forerunners, of the events fttjagd by them : and fuch fenfe the flight 
alteration, which I have vealuiM to make by a finglt^ letter added, 
itty aptly gives. 

To 
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To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This prefent objedl made probation. 

Mar. It faded on die crowing of the cock. 
Some fay, that ever 'gainit that feafon comes 
Wherein oar Saviour's birth is celebrated* 
The bird of dawning fmjreth all night long : 
And then they fay no fpint walks abroad ; 
The nights are wholefome, then no planets ftrike, 
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm ; 
So hallow'd, and fo gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
Bat look the morn, in ruflet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon. high eaftern hill ; 
Break we oar watch up ; and, by my advice. 
Let us impart what we have feen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet. For, upon my life. 
This /pint, dumb to us, will fpeak to him : 
Do you content, we (hall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting; our duty ? 

Mar. Let's do't, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we fhall find him moft conveniently. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes t* the Palace* 

Enter Claudius King of Denmark, Gertrude the Queen^ 
Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, Voltimand, Cornelius, 
Lords and attendants* 

King. ^Tp Hough yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 

i The memory be green, and that it fitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom ' 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet fo far hath difcretion fought with nature, 
That we with wifeft forrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourfelves, 
Therefore our fometime fitter, now our Queen, 
7h' imperial jointrefs of this warlike State, 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, 
With one aufpicious, and one dropping eye, 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 

In 
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In equal (bale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone 

With this affair along : (for all, our thanks.) 

Now follows, that you know,, young Fortinbras, 

Holding a : weak fuppofal of our worth ; 

Or "thinking by our late dear brother's death 

Our ftatc to be disjointed and out of frame ; 

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage, 

He hath not faii'd to pefter us with meflage, 

Importing the furrender of thofe lands 

Loft by his father, by all bands of law, 

To our moft valiant brother.— So much for him, — 

Now for ourfelf, and for this time of meeting ; 

Thus much the bufinefs is. We have here writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras\ 

(Who, impotent and bed-rid, fcarcely hears 

Of this his nephew's purpofe) to fupprefs 

His further gate herein ; in that the levies, 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 

Cut of his fubje&s : and we here difpatch, 

You, good Cornelius* and you Voltimand^ 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further perfonal power 

To hufinefs with the King, more than the fcope 

Which thefe dilated articles allow. 

Farewel, and let your hafte commend your duty. 

Vol. In that, and all things, will we (hew our duty. 

Kkigi We. doubt it nothing ; heartily farewel. 

t Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius * 
at's the news with you.? 
You told us of fome fuit. What is.'t* Laertei ? 
You cannot fpeak of reafon to the Dane r 
And lofe your voice. What would'ft thou beg, Laertes^ 
That (hall not be my offer, not thy alking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand. more inftrumental to the mouth* 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father,. 
What would'it thou have, Lacrtts Z 
Lwr. My dread lordj 

Your 
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Your leave and favour to return td France ; 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark 
-To (hew my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now I muft confefs, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiflies bend again tow'rd France : 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King. Have you your father's leave ? what fays Polonius ? 

Pol. He hath, my lord, by labourfome petition, 
Wrung from me my flow leave ; and, at the laft, 
Upon his will 1 feaFd my hard confent. 
I do befeech you, give him leave to go. 

King* Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine ; (3) 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will. 
But now, my coufin Hamlet, and my fon 

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds Hill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo, my Lord, I am too much i'th' fun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, caft thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend' on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, why thy veiled lids, 
Seek for thy noble father in the dull ; 
Thou know'ft, 'tis common : all, that live, muft die ; 
Palling through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. 

Shieen. If it be, 
Why feems it fo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, Madam ? nay, it is ; I know not /ems: 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor cuftomary fuits of folemn Mack, 
Nor windy fufpiration of fore'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 

{3) Take tbyfatr hour, Laertas, time be thine. 

And tby fairGracet ; fpend it at tby tvitt.] This is the pointing in 
both Mr. PopSt editions ; but the Poet's meaning is loft by it, and 
the dofc of the fentence miferably flatten'*). The pointing, I have 
reftor'd, is that of the beft copies ; and the fenfe, this j " You have 
" my leave to go, Laertes $ make the faireft ufe you pleafe of your 
•« time, and fpend it at your will with the faireft graces you arc 
J< matter of." 

Nor 
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Nor the deje&ed 'haviour of die vifage, 
Together with all forms, moods, mews of grief, 
That can denote me truly. Thefc indeed ftttn. 
For they are adions that a man might play ; 
But I have that within, which naffeth fhew : , 
Thefe, but the trappings, and the fuits of woe. 
King. * 1 is fwect and commendable in your nature^ 
tUmkt y 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father : 
But you muft know, your father loft a father ; (4) - 
That father loft, loft, his ; and the furviver bound 
In filial obligation, for fome term, 
To do obfequious forrow. But to perfevere 
Jn obltinate condolement, is a coime 
Of impious ftubbornnefs, unmanly grief. 
It fliews a will moft incorreel to heav'n, 
A heart unfbrtify'd, a mind impatient, 
An underftanding fimple, and unfchool'd : 
For, what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe, 
Why mould we, in our peevifh opposition, 
Take it to heart ? it ! 'tis a fault to heav'n, 
A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reafon moft abfurd ; whofe common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cry'd, 
From the firft corfe, till he that died to-day, 
" This muft be fo." We pray you, throw to earth 
This nnprevailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the moft immediate to our throne ; 

(4) But you muft know, your father Uft a father ; 

That father bis. ] This fuppos'd refinement it from Mr. Pope j 

„ but all the editions elfe, that I have met with, old and modern, read, 
That fatter loft, loft, BU j 
The reduplication of which word here gives an energy and an ele- 
gance, which is much eafier to be conceived, than explain* d in terms, 
"And every judicious reader of this Poet muft have obferv'd, how fre- 
quent it it with him to make this reduplication ; where he intends 
either to uffert or deny, augment or diminijb, or add a degree of vebf 
menu to his expreffien. 

And 
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And withtt no lefs nobility of love, (5) 
Than that which deareft father bears his fon, 
Do I impart tow'rd you. For your intent (6) 
In going back to fchool to Wittenberg, 
It is moft retrograde to our defire : 
And we befeech you, bend you to remain 
Herein the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefeit courtier, couiln, and our fon. 

Queen. Let not thy mother iofe her prayers, Hamlet : 
I prythee, ftay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I (hall in all my bed obey you, Madam* 
King. Why, 'tis a loving, and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourfelf in Denmark. Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unfore'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof 
No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds fhall tell ; 
And the King's rowfe the heav'n fhall bruit again, 
Rc-fpeaking eanhly thunder. Come away. [Exeunt, 

Manet Hamlet. 

Ham. Oh, that this too-too-folid flefh would meltj 
Thaw, and refolve itfelf into a dew ! 

(5) Andnmth no kfs nobility of/ovo, 
Than that which deareft father heart his fin, 

Do I impart towards you,] But what dees the King Impart t We 
want the fubftantive govern**! ef the verb. The King had declarU 
Bamli this immediate fucceflbr $ and with that declaration, he muft 
mean, he imparts to him at noble a love, as ever fond father ten- 
der'd to his own ion. I have ventur'd to make the text conform 
with this (enfe. 

(6) ■ 1 Tor your intent 

J* going back to fchool to Wittenberg}] The Poet ofes a prokp/k 
here 1 for the univerfity at Wittenherg was qpen'd by Frederick the 3d 
elector of Saxony in the year 150s, feveral ages later in time than the 
date of Hamlet. But I defign'd this remark for another purpofe. I 
would take notice, that a considerable fpace of years is fpent in thit 
tragedy ; or Hamlet, at a prince, mould be too old to go to an univerfity* 
We here find him a fcholar refident at that univerfity ; but, in Aft 
5th, we find him plainly 30 years old : for the grovedigger had taken 
up that occupation the very day on which young HomUt was born, 
and had fbUWd it, as he fa>s, thirty yean. 

Or 
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Or that the Everlafting had not nVd (7) 

His canon 'gainft felf-flaughter ! O God ! oh God ! 

How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seem to me all the ufes of this world ! 

Fie on't ! oh fie ! 'tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to feed ; things rank, and grofs in nature, 

Poffefs it merely. That it mould come to this ! 

But two months dead ! nay, not fo much ; not two ; — 

So excellent a King, that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a fatyr : fo loving to my mother, (8) 

That 

(7) Or that the everlafling bad not fix'd 

His cannon 1 'gainft jelfijtaugbter /] The generality of the editions 
read thus, as it" the Poet's thought were, Or that the Almighty bad 
net planted bis artillery, bis refentment, or arms of vengeance againft 
felf murder. But the word, which I have reftorM to the text, (and 
which was efpous'd by the accurate Mr. Hughes, who gave an edition 
of this play 5) is the Poet's true reading, i.e. That be bad not re- 
firaindfuicide by bis exprefs law, and peremptory prohibition. Mif- 
takes are perpetually made f n the old editions of our Poet, betwixt 
thofe two words, cannon and canon, I ihall now fubjoin my reafons 
why, I think, the Poet intended to fay, heaven had fix'd its injunc- 
tion rather than its artillery. In the fir ft place, J much doubt the 
propriety of the phrafe, fixing cannon 9 in the meaning here fuppos*d € 
The military expreflion, which, imports what would be neceflary to 
the fenfe of the Poet's thought, is mounting or planting cannon : and 
whenever cannon is faid to be fix'd, it is when the enemy become 
matters of it and nail it down. In the next place, to fix a canon, or 
law, is the term of the civilians peculiar to this bufinefs. This 
Virgil h^i in bit mind, when he wrote, 

Leges fixit pretio, atque refixit* i£neid. VI* 

So Cicero in his Philippic orations : Num figenrur rursus bar Tabulae, 
fuas ves decretis vefiris refixifris ? And it was the conftaat cuftom of 
the Romans to fay, upon this occafion, figere legem 5 as the Greeks, 
before them, ufed the fynonymous term yfyttv ir*p«ir»£»i, and call'd 
their ftatutee thence 9*t*ir*y /*•**• But my laft reafon, and which 
fways moft with roe, is from the Poet's own turn and caft of thought** 
For, as he has done in a great many more inftances, it it the very 
fentiment which he falls into in another of his plays, tho' he ha* 
•loth'd it in different expreffions. 

'gainft felffiaugbter 
There is a prohibition fo divine, 
That cravens my weak hand. Cymbeline* 

(B) 1 ■ ■ f o loving to my mother, 

That be permitted not the winds of beav*n 

Fjfit her face too roughly A This is a fophifticated reading, copied 

from 
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That he might not let e'en the winds of heav'n 
Vifit her face too roughly. Heav'n and earth f 
IVIuft 1 remember ? — —why, fhe would hang on him, 
As if increafe of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on ; yet, within a month, 
let me not think — Frailty, thy name is woman! (9} 
A little month ! or ere thofe fhoes we^-e old, 
With which (he foliow'd my poor father's body, 
Like Niobe, all tears— Why (he, ev'n (he, * ■ « 
(O heav'n ! a bead, that wants difcourfe of reafon, 
Would have mourn'd longer — ) married with mine uncle, 
My father's brother ; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules. Within a month ! 
Ere yet the fait of mod unrighteous tears 
Had left the fluftiing in her gauled eyes, 
She married, — Oh, moil wicked (peed to poft 
With fuch dexterity to incefluous fhects ! 

from the players in fome of the modern editions^ for want of trader- 
Handing tfieToet, whofe text is corrupt ia the old impreflions : all 
of which that I have had the fortune to fee, concur ia reading s 
J o loving to my mother, 
That be might not beteene the winds ofbeavn 
Vifit her face too roughly. 
Beteene is a corruption, without doubt, but not fo inveterate a one, 
but that, by the change of a fingle letter, and the reparation of two 
words miftaltehly jumbled together, J am verily perfwaded, I have 
retrieved the Poet's reading. That he might not let e'en the wind* 
of heav'n, &c. 

(p) j Frailty, thy name is woman /] But that it would . 

difpleafe Mr. Pope to have it fuppos'd, that Jat'tre can have any place 
in tragedy, (of which I mall have occafion to fpeak farther anon) 
J flioul(Tmake no fcruple to pronounce this reflection a fine laconic 
farcafin. It is as concife in the terms, and, perhaps, more fprightly 
in the thought and image, than that fling of Virgil upon the fex, ia 
his fourth JEneid* 

■ , ... variant & mutabile Jemper 

Fafmina. 
Mr. Dryden has remarked, that this is the (harpeft fatire huhefeweft 
words, that ever was made Qn womankind ; for both the adjectives 
are neuter, ar.d animal muft be underftood to make them grammar. 
Tis certain, the defign'd contempt is heighten' d by this change of 
the gender : but, I prefume, Mr. Dryden had forgot this pafiage of 
teake/peare, when he declar'd on the fide of VtrgiVi hemi&ich, as the 
(harpeft fatire he had met with. 
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It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But break, my heart, for I mud hold my tongue. 

Entir Horatio, Bernardo, a§d Marcellus* 

Hor. Hail to your lordfhip ! 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; 
Horatio ><— — or 1 do forget myfelf ? 

Her* The fame, my lord, and your poor fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir, my gotfd friend ; I'll change that name 
with you : 
And what make you from Wim*b$rg> Horatio P 
Mar alius I 

Mar. My good ford — 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ; good even, Sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hor. A truant difpofition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy fky fa ; 
Nor fhall you do mine ear that violence, 
To make it trnfter of your own report 
Againft yomrfelf. I know, you are no truant; * 
But what is your affair in Etfinoor f 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere yon depart, 

Hor. My lord, I came to fee your father's funeral. 

Ham. 1 pr*ythee, do not mock me, fellow-ftudcnt ; 
1 think, it was to fee my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ; the funeral bak'd meat* 
Md coldly furnifh forth the marriage tablet. 
'Would, 1 had met my deareft foe in heav'n, 
Or ever I had fecn that day, Horatio ! 
My father methinks, I fee my father. 

Hor. Oh where, my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio* 

Hor. I few him once, he was a goodly King. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I Jhall not look upon his like again. ^ N 

Hor. My lord, I think, I faw him yefternight* 

Ham. Saw! who?— — 

Hor. My lord, the King your father. 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Eori 
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Hor. Seafon your admiration bat a while. 
With an attentive ear; 'till I deliver 
Upon the witnefs of thefe gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Her. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen, 
Uareellus and Bernard, on their watch, 
In the dead wafle and middle of the night, 
Seen thus encountred : A figure Hke your father, 
Arm'd at all points exa&ly, Cap-a-pe, 
Appears before them, and with folemn march 
Goes flow and ftately by them ; thrice he walk'd. 
By their oppreft and fear-furprked cyts 9 
Within his truncheon's length; whilft they (diffill'd 
Almoft to jelly with the ad of fear) 
Stand dumb, and {peak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third night kept the watch ; 
Where, as they had deliver'd both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparation comes. I knew your father : 
Thefe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this ? 
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watcht. 
Ham. Did you not {peak to it? 
Hot. My lord, I did; 
But anfwer made it none ; yet once, methought* 
It lifted up its head, and aid addrefi 
Itfelf to motion, like as it would fpeak : 
But even then the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the (bund it fhrunk in hafte away, 
And vaniftt'd from our fight. 
Ham. 'Tis very firange. 
Her. As I do live, my honoured lord, 'tis true; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 
A B*tb. We do, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, fay you ? • 

Both. 
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Both. Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

Both. My lord, from head to foot. 

Earn. Then faw you not his face ? ; 

Jbr. Oh, yes, mv lord, he wore his beaver ifj 

Earn. W hat, look'd he frowningly ? 

Hor. A count'nance more in forrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you f 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been there ! 

Hor. It would have much amafc'd you. 

Ham. Very like; ftaid it long? [hundred. 

Hor. While one with moderate hade might tell a 

Both. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when 1 faw't. 

Ham. His beard was grifly ? 

Hor. It was, at I have feen it in hi$ life, 
A fable filver'd; 

Ham. I'll watch to-night; perchance, 'twill walk again, 

Hor. I warrant you, it will. 

Ham. If it aflume my noble father's perfbn, 
I'll fpeak to it» tho* hell itfelf fhould gape * 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, ' 
]f you have hitherto conceaPd this fight, 
Let it be treble in your filetfce ftill : : * 

And whatfoever (hall befall to-night, 
Give it an underftanding, but no tongue ; 
I will requite your loves : fo, fare ye well. 
Upon the platform *twixt eleven and twelve 
I'll vifit you. 

Jll. Our duty to your honour. [Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : farewel. 
My father's fpirit in arms ! all is not well : 
I doubt fome foul play ; 'would, the night were come ! 
'Till then fit Hill, my foul : foul deeds will rife 
(Tho' all the earth o'erwhelxn them) to men's eyes. 



w 
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SCENE changes to an Apartment in Polontus'; 
Houfe. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia* 

laer. Tiff Y neceflaries are imbark'd, farewel ; 

1VJL And, Mer, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is aiMant, do not fleep, 
Bat let me hear from you. 
Opb. Do you doubt that ? 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fafhion and a toy in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of prime nature, 
Forward, not permanent, tho' fweet, not tailing : 
The perfume, and fuppliance of a minute; 

No more. — .": . 

Opb. No more but fo ? 
Laer. Think it no more : 
For nature, • crefcent, does not go alone 
In thews and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward fervice of the mind and foul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now; 
And now no foil, nor cautel, doth befinerch (10) 
The virtue of his will : but you muft fear, 
His greatnefs weigh'd, his will is not his own ; 
For he Jiimfelf is, fubjedl to his birth ; 
He may not, as unvalued peribns do, , 
Carve for himielf ; for on his choice depends 
The fan&ity and health of the whole, itate : 

(10) And now no foil, nor cautel.] Cautel, from cautela, In its firft 
derived figni neat ion means a prudent forefigbt or caution : but when 
we naturalize a Latin word into owr tongue, we do not think our- 
felves oblig'd to ufe it in its precife, native fignification* So here, 
traduclively, 'tis employed to mean, deceit, crafty infincerity. And in 
thefe acceptations we find our Author ufing the adjective from if, in 
his JuTius C*far. 

Swear priefts, and cowards, and. men cautehm. 

In the like manner the Frtncb ufe their cauteleux $ by which they 
onderftand, ru// t trompeur : and Minjbno has cxplajn'd the word cautel 
thus, a crafty way to fame. Mr. JVarburton. 

And 
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And therefore muft his choice be circamfcrib'd 

Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 

Whereof he's head. Then, if he fays, he loves you, 

It fits jrour wUdom fo far to believe it, 

As he in his peculiar act and place 

May give his faying deed ; which is no farther, 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh, what iofs your honour may fuitain, 

If with too credent ear yon lift his fongs ; 

Or lofe your heart, or your chafte treafure open 

To his unmafter'd importunity. 

Fear it, OfM* 9 fear it, my dear filter ; 

And keep within the rear of your afife&ion, 

Out of the (hot and danger of defire. 

The charieft maid is prodigal enough, 

If (he unmade her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itfelf '(capes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

The canker galls the infants of the fpring, 

Too oft before their buttons be difclosM ; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be wary then, beft fofety lies in fear ; 

Youth to itfelf rebels, though none elfe near. 

Opb. I (hall th' effecls of this good leflbn keep, 
As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother, 
Do not, as fome ungracious paftors do, 
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to heav'n ; 
Whilft, like ajpuft and carelefs libertine, 
Himfelf die pnmrofe path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own reed. 

Latr. Oh, fear me not. 

Enttr Polonius. 
I ftay too long ;— but here my father comes : 
A double blentng is a double grace ; 
Occafion* (miles upon a fecona leave. 

Pol. Yet here, Laertes / aboard, aboard for (hame ; 
The wind fits in thejhoulder of your fail, (i i) 

And 

(il) Tbe wind fits in tbejboulder of your fail, , 

And you are ftaidfer there. My llej/ing, &c] There— where ? in 
the fhouWer of his fail ? For to that muft this total adverb relate, as 

•u. 

3 
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A nd you arc ftaid for. T here ; ■■ 

My bleffing with you ; 

[Laying bis hand on Laertes* head* 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his ad : 
Be thott familiar, but by nb means vulgar ; 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy foul with hooks of fteel : 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but being in, 
Bear't that the oppofed may beware of thee. 
Give ev'ry man thine ear ; but few thy voice. 
Take each man's cenfure ; but referve thy judgment, 
Coftly thy habit as thy piirfe can buy, 
But not expreft in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man, 
And they in France of the beft rank and ftation 
Are moitfele& and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be ; 
For loan oft lofes bothitfelf and friend : 
And borrowing dulls the edge of hulbandry. 
This above all ; to thine own felf be true ; 
And it muft follow, as the night the day> 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 
Farewel ; my bleffing feafon this in thee ! 

Latr* Moil humbly do 1 take my leave, my lord. 

'tis fituated. Betides, it is a dragging idle expletive, and feems of no 
ufe but to fupport the meafure of the verfe. But when we come to 
point this pafiage right, and to the Poet's intention in it, we (hall find 
it neither unneceflary, nor improper, in its place. In the fpeech im* 
mediately preceding this, Laertes taxes him felf for flaying too long ; 
but feeing his father approach, he is willing to flay for a (econd blef- 
fing, and kneels down to that end : Poloniut accordingly lays his hand 
on his head, and gives him the fecond bleffing. The manner, in 
which a comic actor behaved upon this occafion,. was fure to raife a 
laugh of pleafure in the audience : and the oldeft quarto's, in the 
pointing, are a confirmation that thus the Poet intended it, and thus 
the ftage expreft' d it, 

Vol. VHI. t Pol. 
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Pol. The time in veils you ; go, your fervants tend. (12) 

Laer. Farewel, Uf>h.lia> and remember well 
What I have (aid. 

Oph. *Tis in rny mem'ry lockt, 
And you yourfelf ihall keep the key of it. 

Laer. farewel. [Exit LaerV 

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath faid to you ? 
v Oph. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord 

Pol. Marry, well bethought ! [Hambu 

*Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourfelf 
Have of your audience been moft free and bounteous* 
If it be fo, (as fo 'tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution,) i muft tell you, 
You do not underftand yourfelf fo clearly, 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour. 
What is between you f give me up the truth. 

Oph. He hath, my Lord, of late, made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

Pol. Affection ! puh ! you fpeak like a green girl, 
Unfifted in fuch perilous circumftance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ? 

Oph. I do not know, my Lord, what I ihouid think. 

Pol. Marry, I'll teach you ; think yourfelf a baby, 
That you have ta'en his tenders for true pay. 
Which are not fterling. Tender yourfelf more dearly 5(13) 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrafe, 

(12) Tbe time invites you, ] This reading is as old as tbe firft 

folio j however I fufprft it to have been fiibftitnted by the players, 
who did not underftand the term which poffefies the elder $uarto\ : 

Tbe time inverts you, 
i. e. befif ges, pre0es upon you on every fide. To inyeft a toivn^ is th$ 
military phrafe from which our Author borrow' d his metaphor* 

( 11) Tender yourfelf more dearly J 

Or (not to crack tbe ivind of tbe poor pbrafi) 

Wronging it thus, yoifll tender me a fool.) The partntbefti is closM 
at the wrong place j a ad we muft make like wife a flight corre$iqn 
in the laft verfe. Po\onim is racking and playing on the word, tender, 
till he thinks proper to cqrrefr, himielf for the licence 5 and then he 
would fay— — not farther to crack the wind of the phrafe by tsvift'mjr 
and contorting it, as I have done, Scc % Mr. Warhurton: 

- Wsingtng 
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Wringing it thus) you'll tender me a fooi. 

Up*. My Lord, he hath importua'd me with love, 
In honourable fafhion. 
PoU Ay, fafhion you may call't : go to, go to. 
Opb+ And hath giv'n count/nance to his ijpeech, mj 
With aknoft all the holy vows of heav'n. £1 ord, 

Po?. Ay, fpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 
When the blood horns, how prodigal the foal 
Lends the tongue vows. r l hete blazes, oh my daughter, 
Giving more light than heat, extinft in both, 
£v'n in their promife as it is a making, 
You muft not take for £re. From this time, 
fie fomewhat fcamer of your maiden-prefence, 
-Set your intreatments at a higher rate, 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet + 
Believe fo much in him, that he is young; 
And with a larger tether may he walk* 
Than.may be giv'n you. Jn few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers, (14) 

Not 

( 14) Do nqt beTteve his vows ; fir they are brokers \ 

Breathing like JanSsfied and l pirns bonds, ' 

TSe better to beguilt.\ 
Tp the fame, purppfcour Author, fpeaking of tows, cspretic* him- 
lelf in bis poem, caH'd, the Lpver% Complaint. 

Saw, bow deceits were guilder in his fmiHng j 
Knew, iotvs were ever brektrs to defittngx 
But to uhe paflage in queftion : tho' all the editors hire fwaNow'd 
it implicitly, it is certa ; nly corrupt \ and I have bean furprie'd, how 
men of genius and learning could let it pafs without tome fufpicion. 
What ideas can we form taour&Wes of a breathing bond, ox of its be* 
Lag fanejjj/hd andp'wu?? The only tolerable way of reconciling it to 
•a ancaning without a change, is to fuppoie that the Poet intends, by 
the word bonds, verbal dUgM'tons, prottfaUona and then, indeed, 
theft* bonds may, in (bme teofe, be fa id to have breath. But this is 
to ras)ke him guilty of over- ii raining the word and allufioa j and it 
Vkill hardly bvftr that interpretation, at leaft not without much ob- 
scurity. As hf , juft before, is calling amorous vows bakers, and im- 
ffarcgf of unholy fuita: I thinJc, a continuation of the plain and na- 
tural fen/e bjtojfiks. to a* eafy emtndat'm, which makes the whole 
ftoHght of a piece, and gives it a turn not «n worthy of out Poet, 
JBwtblngi &ke JajtSi'tfitd andfiatts bawds* 

£ a- Brohr, 
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Not of that die which their inveftments fhew, 
But mere implorers of unholy fuits, 
Breathing like fan&ified and pious bawds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all : 
J would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo flander any moment leifure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet, 
Look to't, 1 charge you, come your way. 
Opb. 1 mail obey, my Lord. [ExeunU 

'SCENE changes to the Platform before the Palace* 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Ham. *TH HE air bites fhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
X Hor. it is a nipping and an eager air- 

Ham. What hour now ? ' . - - 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is ftruck. 

Hor. I heard it not : it then draws near the feafon, 
"Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. 

[ Noif of warlike mufick <withirr % 
What does this mean, my Lord ? [roufe* 

Ham. The King doth wake to-night, and takes his 
Keeps waffel, and the fwagg'ring up-fpring reels ; 
And as he drains his draughts of Khenim down, 
The^kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

hor. is it a cuftom ? 

Broker, 'tis to be obfcrv'd, our Author perpetually ufes as the more 
•modeft fynonymous term for bawd. Betides, what ftrengthens my 
correction, and makes this emendation the more neceffary and pro- 
table, is, the words with which the Poet winds up his thought, the 
tetter to beguile. -It is the fly artifice and cuftom of bawds to put on 
an air and form effanclity, to betray the virtues of young ladies $ by 
drawing them firft into a kind opinion of ihem, from their exttriour 
and dijjcmblcd goodnefs. And bawds in their office of treachery are 
like wife properly brokers; and the implorers and prompters of unholy 
(that is, unchafte) fuits: and fo a chain of the fame metaphors it 
continued to the end. 

I made this emendation when I publiuVd mySHAKis?iAii Re- 
6$r*d, and Mt.Fope has thought fit to embrace it id hiflafr edition, 
£ Hmm. 



HU m l e T 5 Prince */" Denmark, 125* 

Ham. Ay, marry, is't : 
Bat, to my mind, though I am native here, 
And to the- manner born, it is a cuftom 
More Honour* d in the breach, than the obfervance. 
This heavy-headed revel, eaft and weft, (15) 
Makes us tradue'd, and tax'd of other nations ; 
They clepe us drunkards, and with fwinifh phrafc 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
Fram our achievements, though perform'd at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men, 
That for fome vicious mole of nature in them r 
As, in their birth, (wherein- they are not guilty, 
Suice nature cannot chufe his origin) 
By the o'ergrowth of fome complexion, 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reafon ; 

Or by fome habit, that too much o'er- leavens 

The- form of plaufive manners ; that thefe men 

Carrying, 1 tey, the ftamp of one defeft, 

(Being nature's livery, or fortune's fear) 

Their virtues elfe, be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo, 

Shall in the general cenfure take' corruption 

From that particular fault. The dram of Bafe (16) 

Doth all the* noble fubftance of worth out, 

To his own fcahdal. 

Enter 

(15) This heavy beaded revel, eaji and Vfefl."] This whole fpeech of 
Hamlet, to the entrance oftheghoft, I fet right in mySHAKEfPEARi 
JUfior d % Co (hall not trouble the readers again with a repetition of 
thofe corrections, or j unification of them, Mr. Pope admits, I have 
given the whole a glimmering offexfe, but it is purely conjeSiural, and 
founded on no authority of cop'm. But is this any objection againfT 
conjecture in Sbakefpeare's cafe, where no original manufcript is fub~ 
lifting, and the printed copies have fucceflively blunder'd after one 
another ? And is not even a glimmering of fenfe, fo it be not arbi- 
trarily impos'd, preferable to flat and glaring nonfenfe ? If not, there 
is a total end at leaft to this branch of criticifm : and nonfenfe may 
plead title and prefcription from time, becanfe there is no dire & au- 
thority for difpofiefiing it. 

(16) ■■ 1 . T he dram ofezfe 
Doth all the noble fubjAance of a doubt 

2* bis cw»fcaadai.}Mr t Pope, who has degraded tbiiNrtidefawtVw* 
F 3 >*%* 
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Enter Ghoji. 
Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes ! ' 

Ham. Angels and mtniiters of grace defend as f 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heav'n, or blafts froia hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ft in fuch a queftionable fhape, (17) 

has entirely left erot this concluding fcntence 'of it. It looks, indeed*, 
to be deif erate, and for that reafon > I conceive, he chofe to drop it. 
1 do not remember a pafTage, throughout all our Poet's works, more 
intricate and deprav'd in Cbe text, of lefs meaning to outward appear- 
ance, or more likely to baffle the attempts of criticifm in iis aid. It 
is certain, ( there is neither fenfe, nor grammar, as it now ftands : yet, 
■with a (light alteration, Til endeavour to cure thofe defects, and give 
a/entiment too, that (hall make the Poet's thought elofe nobly. 
What can a dram of eafe mean ? Or, what can it have to do with the 
context, fuppofmg it were the allowM expreflion here? Or, in.* 
word, what agreement in fenfe is there betwixt a dram of eafe and 
ti\t fubfiance of a doubt? It is a defperate corruption, and the nearer! 
way to hope for a cure of it, is. to cenfider narrowly what the Poet 
mud be fupp'Yd to have intended here. The whole tenour of thi* 
fpeech is, that let men have never fo many, or fa eminent, virtues^ 
if they have one deiecVwiiich accompanies them, that fingle blemiih 
(hall throw a flain upon their whole chara&er^: and not only fo, (If 
I understand right) but frail deface the very eflence of all their good- 
Befs, to its own fcandal : fo that their virtues themfelves will become 
their reproach. This is not only a continuation of his fentiment* 
but carries it up with a fine and proper climax, 1 have ventur'd to 
conjecture, that the Author might write 5 

The dram of bafe 

Doth all the noble fubftana of worth oot 

To his own fcandal. 
The dram of bafe, i t. the lea ft alloy ef bafeneft or vice. It it 
veVy frequent with our Poet to ufe the adje&iwe of quality inrtead of 
the fubltentive ftgnifying the thing. Befides, I have observed, that 
cliev. here, fpeaking of worth, he delights to con rider it as a quality 
that adds weight to a perfon, and connects the word with that idea. 

Let ev'ry word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does weigh too light. ATt Wdl that tnds WeR m 

From whofe fo many weights of bafenefs cannot 

A dram of worth be drawn. GynMi/te. 

(17) Thou com ft in fuch a queAionable Jba*e.') By queftionable we 

sow conftantly underftand difputable, doubtful \ but wr Author ufes 

k in a fenfe quite oppofite, not difjaaabU, but to be comtartd wkb % 

it.viting queftion 1 as in Macbeth. 

Live row* 9t aw you aufjht that man. may fuefikn t 
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That I will fpeak to thee. I'll call thee Ham'e; 
King, Father, Royal Dune : oh ! anfwer me ; 
Let me not burft in ignorance ; but tell, 
Why thy canonVd bones, hearfed in death, 
Have burft their cearments ? why the fcpulchre, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly in-urn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
To caft thee up again ? What may this mean ? 
That thou, dead coarfe, again, in compleat lleel r 
Revifit'ft thus the glimpfes of the moon, 
Making night hideous, and us fools of nature 
So horribly to fhake our difpofition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our fouls ? 
Say* why is this ? wherefore ? what mould we do ? 

[Gbofts beckon Hamlet, 

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar, Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no means. [Hotting Hamlet, 

Ham. It will not fpeak ; then I will follow it, 

Hor. Do not, my Lord. 

Ham. Why, what mould be the fear f 
I do not fet my life at a pin's fge ; 
And, for my foul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itfelf ? 
It waves me forth again. I'll follow it— 

Hor. What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, my Lord f 
Or to the dreadful fummit of the cliflF, 
That beetles o'er his bafe into the fea ; 
And there aflume fome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your fov'reignty of reafon> 
And draw you into madnefs ? think of it. 
The very place puts toys of defperation, 
Without more motive, into ev'ry brain, 
That looks fo many fathoms to the fea ; 
And hears it roar beneath 

Ham. It^ares, me flill ; go on, I'll follow tfost>— * 

F 4 Mar, 
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Mar. You (hall not go, my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

M.r. Be rul'd, you mall not ga. 

Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve: 
Still am 1 call'd: unhand me, gentlemen — — * 

[Breaking from them* 
By heav'n, I'll make a ghoft of him that lets me — 

I fay, away— - go on I'll follow the e 

[Exeunt Gboft^ and Hamlet* 

Hor % He waxes defo'rate with imagination. 

Mar, Let's follow ! 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hr % Have after. To what iflue will this come r , 

Mar, Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmark. 

Hor. Heav'n will direft it. 

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [Exeunt*. 



SCENE changes to a more remote Part of tit 
Platform. 

Rc-enur GhoJI and Hamlet. 

Ham. TT 7 HE RE wilt thou lead me* fpeak* HI go 
VV no farther. 

G'yq/1. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

G' oft. My hour is almoft come, 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up myfelf. 

Ham, Alas, poosdGhoft ! 

Q eft* Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what 1 fhall unfold. . 

H t m. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

GhJ}. So art thou to revenge, when thou (halt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghoft. I am thy father's Spirit ; 
Doora'd for a certain term to walk the night, 

And, 
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And, for the day, confin'd to faft in fires; (18) 

'Till the fool crimes, done in my days of nature, 

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 

To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale unfold, whofe lighteft word 

Would harrow up thy foul, freeze thy young blood, 

Make thy two eyes, like ftars, ftart from their fpheres, 

Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 

And each particular hair to (land on end 

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But this eternal blazon muft not be 

To ears of flefh and blood ; lift, lift, oh lift ! 

If thou didft ever thy dear father love 

Ham. Oh heav'n ! 

Gboft. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural murder/ 

Ham. M urder ? 

Gboft* Murder moft foul, as in the beft it is ; 
But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Halle me to know it, that I, with wings as fyvift- 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May fweep to my revenge. 

Gboft. 1 find thee apt ; 
And duller fhouldft thou be, than the fat weed 
That roots itfelf in eafe on Let be 1 } s wharf, 
Wouldft thou not ftir in this: Now, Hamlet, hear ; ? 
'Tis given out, that, fleeping in my orchard, - 
A ferpent ftung me. So the whole ear of Denmark 

(18) And, for the day, confined to faft in fret ;] I once fafpe&ed this ~ 
-cxprenlon— -fafaft in fires: becaufe tho* farting is often a part of*' 
penance injoin'd us by the church -difcipline here on earth, yet, I 
tonceiv'd, it could be no great pum/hment for zfpirit, a being which x 
requires no fuftcnance, to faft. Mr. Warburtpn has fince perfectly 
convinced me that the text is not to be difturb'd, but that the expret- • 
fion is $urc\y'irietaf>borica/ t For it is the opinion of the religion here : 
Vprefented, (i.e. the Roman catholic) that fafting purifies the foul 
feere, as the fire does in the purgatory here alluded to : and that the ~ 
foul muft be purged either by fafting here, or by burning hereafter . 
*This opinion Sbakefpeare again hints at, where he makes Hamlet fay j 

He took my father grosfly, full of bread. 
.And we are to obferve, that it is a common faying of the Romijb priefts 
«• their people, If you wont fail here, vou muft faft in fire. 

-F5 If- 
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Is by a forged procefs of my death 
Rankly abus'd ; but know, thou noble youth* 
The ferpent, that did fling thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham* Oh, my prophetick foul ! my uncle ? 

Gh>fl* Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate beaft, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rou* gifts» 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to feduce !) won to his fhameful lull 
1 he will of my moft feeming^virtuous Queen* 
Ch Hamlet , what a falling off was there ! 
From me, whofe k>ve was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand ev'n with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whofe natural gifts were poor 
To thofe of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd. 
Though lewdnefs court it in a fhape of heav'n ; - 
So lull, though to a radiant angel link'd, 
Will fate itfelf in a celeftial bed. 
And prey on garbage ■ > 

But, foft ! me thinks, I fcent the morning air— • 
Brief let me be ; Sleeping within mine orchard* 
My cuflom always of the afternoon, 
Upon my fecure hour thy uncle flole 
With juice of curfed hebenon in a phial* 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous diftilment ; whofe effect: 
Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That fwift as quick-filver it courfes through 
The nat'ral gates and allies of the body ; 
And, with a fudden vigour, it doth pofTet 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and wholfome blood : fa did it mine* 
^Ada moft inftant tetter bark'd about, 
Moft lazar-like, with vile and ioathfome cruft 

All my fmoothbody. 

r J hus was I, fleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of crown, of Queen, at once difpatcht * 

Cut off ev'n in the blofloms of my iin, 

7 UntoafcTi 
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Unlioufel'd, un appointed, unaneal'd: (19) 
No reck'ning made> x hut lent to my account 

(19) Unhouxxled, ananointed, unaneaVd ;.} Tht ghoft, having r*> 
counted Che procefs of his murder, proceeds to exaggerate the inh-j- 
inanity and unnaturalnefs of the fa£t, from the circum fiances in wh cK 
lie was furpria'd. But thefe, I find, have been Mumbling blocks to* 
our editors j and therefore I muft amend and explain thefe three com- 
pound adjectives in their order. Infttad of uxbpuxxeFd, we muft re- 
itare, ttnboufeVd, i. e. without the facramtnt taken ; from the old Sa*om 
word for the facrament, hcujel. So our etymologist, and Chaucer write 
it ; and Spencer, accordingly, calls the f*cramentaJ fire, boujl'mg fire.. 
In the next place, unanointtd is a fophiftication of the teat : the old 
conies concur in reading, difappeinted, I correct, 

UnhouJeTd, un appointed, .... 
iV e. no confeffion of fins made, no reconciliation to heaven, no ap» 
pointment of penance by the church. To this pvrpofe Othe/l§SptaSt+ 
io his wife, when he is upon the point of killing her > 

If you bethink yourfeif of any crime, 

Vnreconc'iP d as yet to HeaVn and Grac*, 

Sollicit for it ftrait. 
So hi Mcafurefcr Meafure, when lfabclla brings- wonHo CfcxV/a tHafe 
h* is to be inftantly executed, ftie urges him to this necefTasy duty ^ 

Therefore your heft appointment make with fpeed, 

To-morrow you fet out. 
TJnaneaPd, I agree to be the Poet's genuine word y. but I mnft take- 
*he liberty to dilute Mr. Pope's explication of it, vi». No Anr/Zrung* 
J don't pretend to know what gloflaries Mr. Pope may have confulted* 
and rrufts to ; but whofoever they are, I am fure, their comment ife 
"•try angular in the word aftedg'd. The adjective form'd horn kacH± 
mxxd have been unhnelfd or «ir*»W/V. So, in Macbeth y 

Had I as many fons, as I have hairs, 

1 would not wiin them to a faiier death 5. 

And fo his knell is knoird. 
There is no rule in orthography for Jinking the A in the <Jeflbnon of 
any verb or compound form'd from knell; and melting it into a vowel*- 
What fonfa does unaneaFd then bear? Sain its* , in his Lexieon o§ 
•Id and obfolete Mnglijb terms, tefls us, that anewFd is un&ur; from* 
the Teuton] ck prepofition an, and ole, i. e. oili fo that unaneaVd mu$- 
confequently fignify, unanointed, not having the extream unBion, So* 
that toe Poet's reading and explication being afcertain'd, he very 
finely makes h*% %bcft complain of thefe four dreadful hard/hips f 
that he had been dtfpatcb'd out of life without receiving the boftj^ 
«r facrament ; without being reconciVdlo heaven and abfobud^ with- 
out the benefit of txt*eam unEkop \ or without fo much- as a eonftflk* 
anade of his fins. The having no knell rung, I think is nofra point 
©f equal confeqneaea to any of thefe $. aJpecially, if we coniidm, that: 
the Jlamijb cJun&adnitt the efikaay *fpr<&ng fast the dead. 

£ 6» Wick 



13* Hamlet, Prince, of Denmark* 

With all my imperfe&ions on my head. 
Oh, horrible ! oh, horrible ! moft horrible ! 
If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 
But howfoever thou purfu'ft this a£l, 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy foul contrive 
Againft thy mother aught ; leave her to heav'n, 
And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge, 
To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm (hews the matin to be near, 
And 'gins to pale his unefFettual fire. 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ; remember me. [Exit. 

Ham. Oh, all you hoft of heav'n ! oh earth ! what elfe t 
And (hall 1 couple hell ? oh, hold my heart— 
And you, my finews, grow not inftant old ; 

But bear me flifHy up. Remember thee 

Ay, thou poor ghoft, while memory holds a feat 

In this diffracted globe ; remember thee— • 

Vea, from the table of my memory (20) 

I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All faws of books, all forms, all pre flu res paft, 

That youth and obfervation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone fhall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix'd with bafer matter. Yes, by heav'n: : 

Oh moft pernicious woman ! 

Oh villain, villain, fmiling damned villain ! 

My tables, meet it is, 1 fet it down, 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villain ; 
At leaft, Pm fure, it may be fo in Denmark. [Writing* 
So, uncle, there you are ; now to my word ; 
It is ; Adieu, adieu, remember me : 
2*ve fworn it •— 

(20) Tea, from the table of my memory 

Til wife away aft. trivia/ fond record*.] MJcbylus, I remember, 
twice ufes this very metaphor $ confidering the mind of memory, at a 
t*b!et> or writing' book, on which we are to engrave things worthy 0# 
lenaembrance. 

*H* iyyz*p* lu fjivn^ca-tv AlXroi; 9{tv«V. Promcth* 
6tAT<7g«'$£ tt w«tf* iwom* ftin* Eumcnid, 

Enttr 
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Enter Horatio and Marcellus, 

Hor. My Lord, my Lord, 
Mar. Lord Hamlet,- 



Hor. Heav'n fecure him! 

Mar. So be it. 

Hor. Mo, ho, ho, my Lord ! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy; come, bird, come. 

Mar. How is't, my noble Lord ? 

Hor. What news, my Lord ? 

Ham. Oh, wonderful 1 

Hor. Good my Lord, tell it. 

Ham, No, you'll reveal it. 

Hor. Not 1, my Lord, by heav'n. . 

Mar. . Nor I, my Lord. [think h ? 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once 
But you'll be fecret 

Both. Ay, by heav'n, my Lord. 

Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all Dtnmarh, 
But he's an arrant knave. [grave 

Hor. There needs no ghoit, my Lord, come from the 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why, right, you are i'th' right ; 
And fo without more circumftance at all, 
I hold it fit that we (hake hands, and part ; 
You, as your bufinefs and deiires fhafl point you ; 
(For every man has bufinefs and defire, 
Such as it is) and, for my own poor part, 
I will go pray. 

Hor. Thefe are but wild and whirling words, my Lord. 

Ham. I'm forry they offend you, heartily ; 
Yes, heartily. 

Hor. There's no offence, my Lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, my Lord, 
And much offence too. Touching this vifion here— 
It is an honed ghoft, that let me tell you : 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
O'er-mafler it as you may. And now, good friends, _ 
As you are friends, fcholars, and foldiers, 
Give me one poor requeft. . 

Her* 
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Hor. What is't, my Lord ? 

Ha m. Never make known what you have feea to-night* 

Beth. My Lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but fwear't. 

Hor. In faith my Lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

Mar. We have fwora, my Lord, already* 

Ham. Indeed, upon my iword, indeed. 

Ghoft. Swear. [Ghoft cries under the Stage* 

Ham* Ah, ha, boy, fay'ft thou fo? ait thou there* 
truepenny ? 
Come on, you hear this fellow in the cellarage. 
Confent to fwear. 

Hor. Propofe an oath, my Lord. 

Ham* Never to fpeak of this that you have feea* 
Swear by my fword. 

Ghoft. Swear. 

Ham. Hie & ubiqui ? then we'll fhift our grounds 
Come hither, gentlemen, 
And lay your hands again upon my fword. 
Never to fpeak of this which you have heard, (21) 
Swear by my fword. 

Gfjoft. Swear by his fword. [fall > 

Ham^ Well faid* old mole, can'ft woik i'tV ground fob 
A worthy pioneer ! Once more remove* good friends. 

Hor. Oh day and night, but this is wondrous (baage* 

Ham* And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome. 
There axe more things in heav'n and earth,, Horatio, (22) 

Than, 

(»l) Neva* tofoedk of this that you- have heard. 
Swear by my iword.J, This adjuration and the folemmty of ki/fing> 
Hamlet's fword, Teems to be fneer'd at by Remanent and Fletcher in their 
Knight of the Bmxniag PefiU j wbete Ralph the grocer's prentice, dif~ 
aaifles thn-banber in quirt, on certain terms »&*t4 betwixt fcteflft* . 
Ralph. I give thee mercy, but yet thou iialtjwwr 
'Upon my burning pefile to perform 
Thy promife uttered. 
4*+. Ijw«randjtyj. 

I11) There art more things m heam*n amdetrtb, Hondo, 
Tftan an dreamt of in jnur $biUfo$by.\ TJaia. mfknm & fhmfop 

itCSMfc 
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Than are dreamt of in your philofophy. But come* 

Here, as before, never, (fo help your mercy !) 

How ftrange or odd foe'er I bear myfelf; 

(As I, perchance, hereafter fliall think meet 

To put an antick difpofition on ;) 

That you, at fuch time feeing me, never (hall. 

With arms encumbred thus, or this head-ihake, 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful phrafe, 

As, well — we know — or, we could, and if we would*- 

Or, if we lift to fpeak—or, there be, and if there might— 

(Or fuch ambiguous giving out) denote 

That you know aught of me ; This do ye fwear, 

So grace and mercy at your moft need help you I 

Swear. 

Ghoft. Swear. 

Ham. Reft, reft, perturbed Spirit. So, Gentlemen, 
With all my love do I commend me to you ; 
And what fo poor a Man as Hamlet is 
May do t'exprefs his love and friending to you ; 
God willing, fhall not lack ; let us go in together, 
And ftill your fingers on your lips, J pray : 
The time is out of joint ; oh, curfed qught I 
That ever I was born to fet it right. 
Nay, come, let's go together. [Exeunt* 

feems to be dire&ly copied from this paflage of Lucr#'m % lib, u ▼. 15** 

Q*od roulta in terris fieri, celoque tutntur % 

£%morwft aperum caufaa ^ulla ratiane videre 

fefunt. 

I had amended and re&ified the pointing of thit whole Jjpeech in 
my Shasxsfeai* Refl§rd % to which 1 defire for brevity's fake to 
refer my readers. Mr. Pope has thought fit to reform the whole* if} 
his lag edition* agreeably to my directions thccfc. 
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136 Hamlet, Prince «?/pcnniarik; 
ACT II. 

SCENE, An Apartment in Polonius'j Houft; 
Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo. 

Polonius. 

(^ IVE him this money, and thofe notes, 'Reynoldo. 
J Rey. I will, my Lord. 

Pol. You mall do marvellous wifely, good Reynoldo,. 
Before you vifit him, to make inquiry 
Of his "behaviour. 

Rey: My Lord, I'did intend -it. 

Pol. Marry, well faid ; very well faid. Look you, Sir, . 
Enquire me firft what Danjkers are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what exp.ence ; and finding, 
By this encompaflment and drift of queftion, 
That they do know my fon, come you more near ; 
Then your particular demands- will touch it; 
Take you, as 'twere fome diftant knowledge of him, 

As thus 1 know his father and his friends, 

And in part him — Do you mark this, Reynoldo ? 

Rey. Ay, very well, my Lord. 

Pol. And in part him — but you may fay— not well • 
But iPt be he, I mean, he's very wild ; 

Addicted fo and fo and there put on him 

What forgeries you pleafe ; marry, none fo rank* 
As may diftionour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips, 
As are companions noted and mofl known 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey. As gaming, my Lord ■ 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
^Quarrelling, drabbing You may go fo far. 

Rey. My Lord, that would diftionour him. 

JV. 'Faith, no, as you may feafon it in the charge 5 

Yoo 
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You muft not put another fcandal on him, (23) 
That he is open to incontinency, 
That's not my meaning; but breathe his faults fb quaintly, 
That they may feem the taints of liberty ; 
The flam and out-break of a fiery mind, 
A favagenefs in unreclaimed blood 
Of general aflault. 
Rey. But, my good Lord— — 
Pol, Wherefore fhould you do this ? 
Rey. Ay, my Lord, I would know that. 
Pol. Marry, Sir, here's my drift ; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of wit. 
You, laying thefe flight fullies on my fon, (24) 
As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i'th' working, 

Mark 

(23) You mufl not put another fcandal an bin*.] I once fufpe&ed, 
and attempted to correct, this paffage. The old gentleman, 'tis plain, 
is of opinion, that to charge his fon with wenching would not dljho- 
nour him j confequently, would be no fcandal to him. "Why then 
fllOuld he caution Reynoldo from putting another fcandal on him? 
There can be no Jecond fcandal fuppoa'd, without a firft implied. On 
this kind of reafoning r I proposed to correct j 

You muft not put an utter fcandal on him, Mr. Pope, I obferve, 
feems to admit the emendation, but I retract it as an idle, unweigh'd 
conjecture. The reafoning, on which it is built, is fallacious ; and 
our Authors licentious manner of exprefling him (elf el fe where, con- 
vinces roe that any change is altogether unneceflary. So in King. 
Richard IT. 

TendMng the precious fafety of my prince, 

And free from other milbegotten hate, 

Come 1 appellant to this princely pre fence. 
Now, ftriaiy fpcaking, here, tendring bis prince's fafety in his firfi 
mi/begotten bate ; which nobody will ever believe was. the Poet's 
intention. And fo, in Maxbetb$ 

'* AH thefe are portable, 

With other graces weighM. 
Malcolm had been enumerating the fecret enormities he was guilty of j 
surgraces are mentioned or fuppotM $ fo that in grammatical Ariel* 
nefs, thefe enormities ftand in the plate of Jlrft graces ; tho* the Poet 
means no more than this, that Malcolm's vices would be fup portable,, 
if his graces on the other hand were to be weigh' d againft them. 

(24) Your laying thefe flight fallies on my fon, 

At 'fitvere a thing a little foil'd i*/A* wnrking.\ 'Tis true* fallies 
tad flights of youth are very frequent phrafes j but what agreement 

in 
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Mark you, your party in converfe, he you would found* 
Having ever feen, in the prenominate crimes, 
The youth, you breathe of, guilty, be a(Tur'd> 
He clofes with you in this conference ; 
Good Sir, or fo, or friend, or gentleman, 
(According to the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and country.) 

Rgy. Very good, my Lord. 

PoL And then, Sir, does he this ; 
He does— what was I about to fay ? 
I was about to fay fomething~»wh£re did I leave ?— 

Rgy. At, clofes in the confequence. 

Pol, At, clofes in the confequence— Ay, marry. 
He clofes thus;—— I know the gentleman, 
I faw him yefterday, or t'other day, 
Or then, with fuch and fuch ; and, as you fay, 
There was he gaming, there o'ertook in*s rowfe, 
There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance, 
I faw him enter fuch a houfe of fale, 

Videlicet* a brothel, or fo forth. See you now ; 

Your bait of fahhood takes this carp of truth ; 

And thus do we of wifdom and of reach, 

With windlaces, and with eflays of byas, 

By indirections find directions out : 

So by my former le&ure and advice 

Shall you my fon ; you have me, have you not ? 

Rey. My Lord, I have. 

PoL God b'w* you ; fare you well. 

Rey. Good my Lord 

PoL Obferve his inclination in yourfelf. 

Rey. I fhall, my Lord. 

PoL And let him ply his mufick. 

Rey, Well, my Lord. [Exiu 

in the metaphors is there betwi*tjW//« and /oi/Vf • All the old copies* 
which I have feen, read as I have reform'd the text* So Beaumont 
tad Fletcher in their Two Noble Kinfmen \ 

■ m i 1 1 ■ Let os leave the city 

fbebts, and the tempting in't, before wc further 
ft/Vjf our gloft of youth. 

Enter 
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Enter Ophelia. 

Pol. Farewel. How now, Ophelia, what's the matter ? 

Opk. Alas, my Lord, I have been fo affrighted! 

Pol. With what, in the name of heav'n ? 

Opb. My Lord, as I was fewing in my clofet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrae'd, 
No hat upon his head, his (lockings loofe, (25) 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyred to his ancle ; 
Pale as his fliirt, his knees knocking each other. 
And with a look fo piteous in purport, 
As if he had been loofed out of hell, 
To fpeak of horrors ; thus he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Opb. My Lord, I do not know : 
But, truly, I do fear it. 

hoi. What faid he ? 

Op b* He took me by the wrift, and held me hard ; 

(25) ' 1 ■ bis flocking* foel'd, 

Ungarter'd, and down gyved to bis uncle.] I hare reftor'd the read- 
ing ot the elder quarto* Bt*— bis flocking! loolc.--.The change, 1 fufpeft, 
was firft from the players, who faw a contradiction in his ftockings 
being loofe* and yet Jbackfed down at ancle. But they, in their igno* 
ranee, blundei'd away our Author's word, becaufe they did not un« 
derftand it J 

Ungarter y d 9 and ^own-gyred, 
i. e. turn'd down. So, the oldeft copies 5 and, fo his (lockings were 
properly loofe, as they were ungartet * d and rtwVd down to the ancle* 
rvfoc among the Greeks fignified a circle \ and yv{h* t to roul round} 
and the word yvfic. alfo meant crooked. Therefore the Gyr*an rocks, 
amid ft which AjaxoiLocr'i was loft, werecall'd fo, becaufe, ztEufla- 
tbius fays, they were crooked; or, perhaps, becaufe they lay, as it were* 
in a ring. Hejycbius, by the bye, wants a (light correction upon this 
word, -f* n^j»*-« THT^iy, 3r» **\Srrat 4 -f rvfai a-irgat If rf Ixafa 
irtkttytt, irfoc {Av*mn rn yn*v>. In the firft place we muft take away 
the note of diftincTion,' and reduce the two articles into one, thus, 
f ru(*ta% flriTejjri* 4 irot eaXvvrat Tv^aX vsr^ai, &c. Then, inftead of 
fAVKonn, we muft read fAv%m*» y or /ui/««m»$ for it is written both ways. 
But, to return to my theme. The Latins borrowed Gyrus from the 
Greeks^ to fignify a circle \ as we may rind in their beft poets and profe 
writers : and the Spaniards and Italian* have from theece adopted 
both the verb and hibftantiva into their tongues : fe thai Sbmhrpeare 
could not be at a lots for the ufe of the term. 

The* 
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Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And with his other hand, thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to fuch perufal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long time (laid Jie fo ; 
At laft, a little making of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,> 
He rais'et a figh, fo piteous and profound, 
That it did feem to lhatter all his bulk, 
And end his being. Then he lets me go, 
And, with his head over his moulder turn'd, 
He feem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o' doors he went without their help, 
And, to the laft, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me, I wiJl go feek the King.. 
This is the very ecftacy of love y 
Whofe violent property foredoes itfelf, 
And leads the will to defp'rate undertakings, 
As oft as any paffion under heav'n, 
That does affli& our natures. I am forry ; 
What, have you giv'n him any hard words of late ? 

Oph. No, my good Lord ; but, as you didcQmmajwi,r, 
I did repel" his letters, and deny'd 
Hk accefs to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad". 
I'm forry, that with better fpeed and jwlgment (26) 

I had 

(26) Tm firry , th*r*aritt better heed and judgment 

1 bad not f noted b'm.~\ I have reftor'd with the, generality of the 
older copies, fpeed: and every knowing reader of our Author muft : 
hare obferv'd, that he oftner ufes fpeed in the Signification of fuceefs~ 
than of celerity. To be content with a few inftances ; 

Launce. There,— and St. Nicholas be thy fpeed /• 2 Gent, jfVerona. 

Hof. Now Hercules be thy fpeed, young man ! As Vou Like \t\ ' 

(Let me fee ; What then ? St. Dennis be my fpeed t K.. Hen. V. 

Bapt. Weil may*ft thou wooe, and happy be thy fpeed I 

Taming the Shrew. 

The prince your fon, with meer conceit and fear 

Of the Queen's fpeed, is gone. Winter t Tale. 

Or if we were to take fpeed, in its native fenfe of quick r.efs, celerity, ' 
Pblonius migfct very properly ufe it ; meaning, that he is forry, he 
tad not fooner, and with better judgment, lifted into Hamlet's indif>- ' 
fafition* So Neftor lays, in Troilns* 

And 

\ 
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Vhad not quoted him. I fear'd, he trifl'd, 

And meant to^wreck thee ; but befhrew my jealoufy j 

It feems, it is as proper to our age 

To caft beyond ourfelves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 

To lack difcretion. Come ; go we to the King. 

This munVbe- known; which being kept clofe, might move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter, love. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Palace. 

Enttr King) Queen* Rofmcrantz, Guildenflern, Lttdi 
and other Attendants. 

Ring, \\ 7 Elcome, dear Rojtttcrantz, and GuilJenfternJ 
V V Moreover that we much did long to fee yo«, 
The need, we have to ufe you, did provoke 
Our hafty fending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamht's transformation ; fo I call it* 
Since not th* exterior, nor the inward, man 
Refembles that it was. What it mould be 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th* understanding of himfelf, 
I cannot dream of. I in treat you both, 
That being of fo young days brought up with him, 
And iince fo neighbour'd to his youth and humour, 
That you vouchsafe you reft here in our court r 

Some little time ; fo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather, 
So much as from occafions you may glean, 
If aught, to us unknown, affii&s him thus. 
That open'd lies within our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you* j 
And, toe I am, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 

And in the publication, make no ft rain, 
But that Achill a ' 



-will with great j£«/ of judgment, 



.Ay, with celerity, find Bt8or\ purpofe 
Pointing on him. 



To 
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To {hew us fo much gentry and good will. 
As to extend your time with us a while, 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, 
Your vifitation (hail receive fuch thanks, 
As fits a King's remembrance. 

Rof. Both your majeflie$ 
Might, by the fov'reign power yon have of us, 
Put your dread pleafures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guih But we both obey, 
And here give up ourfelves, in the«ftill bent, 
To lay our fervice freely at your feet. 

King. Thanks, Rofincrantz, and gentle Guildenftem. 

Queen. Thanks, Guild* nftern, and gentle Rofincrantx. 
And, I befetch you, inftantiy to vifit 
My too much changed ftm. Go, fame of ye, 
And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

GuiU Heav'ns make our prefence and our pra&iccs 
Pleafant and helpful to him ! [Exeunt Rof. and Guil, 

Queen. Amen.. 

Enter Pojonjus. 

Vol* Th* ambaffadors from Norway, my good lord, 
Are joyfully return'd. 

King. Thou ftill haft been the father of good news. 

Pel. Have I, my Lord ? allure you, my good Liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my foul, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 
And I do think, (or elfe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy fo fure 
As I have us'd to do) that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. Oh, fpeak of that, that do I long to hear. 

Pol. Give nrft admittance to th' ambafradors : 
My news fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thyfelf do grace to them, and bring them in. 

[Exit Pol. 
He tells me, xw fwept Qu^en* that he hath fWd 
The head and fourcf oi sijX yfttur fwM ,«bfiempe*. 

Quetn. 
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Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main, 
His father's death, and our o'er-hafty marriage. 

Re-enter Polonius, 'with Voltimand, and Cornelius. 

King. Well, we (hall fift him.— -Welcome, my good 
friends ! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norwg f 

V*l Moil fair return of greetings and defires* 
Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs 
His nephew's levies, which to him appeared 
To be a preparation 'gaiuft the Bolack : 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was agaiaft your Highnefs : whereat griev'd, 
That fo his ficknefs, age, and impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefta 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Ner*waf ; and, i» fine. 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give th' allay of arms againft your majefty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him threefcore thoufand crowns io annual fee; (27) 
And his commiffion to employ thefe foldiers, 
So levied as before, againft the Polack: 
With an entreaty, herein further fbewn, 

That 

L (27) Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee.] This reading 

X firft obtain'd in the edition put out by the players. But all the old 

♦tttfr/o'sffrpn? 1.605, downwards) read, as I have reformM the text. I 

had hinted, that threescore thoufand crowns feemed a much more fui- 

table donative from a King to his own nephew, and the general of an 

army^ than fo poor a pittance as three thousand crowns, a pen Goo, 

fcarce lrae enough for a dependent courtier. I therefore reftor'd* 

Gives him threeicpre thoufand crown* . t 

To this Mr. Pofe 3 (very archly critical, as hje imagines) has only 

replied,— -w&Yi> in his ear is a merfe, I own, it is $ and I'll venture 

to.grove to this great mafter in ninnbers, that two fyilablea jnajf, by 

pronunciation, be refolvd and melted into one, as eafily as two notes 

a{e2fcr\£in mujick: and a redundance of a fy liable, that may be fo 

funk, has never been a breach of harmony in any language. We mjift 

pronounce, as if 'twere written J 

QiVm tbrjte [/core thou \Jand qrowns 1 
But has Mr. Pope, indeed, fo long been converfant with v.erfe, and 
0«g$r obfervM the licence of the $f* procileufmaticut : or that an 

snafajt 
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That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafs 
Through your dominions for this enterprize* 
Oa fuch regards of fafety and allowance* 
As therein are fet down. 
Ki»g. It likes us well ; 
And at our more confider'd time we'll read, 
Anfwer, and think upon this bufinefs. 
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour* 

anapafl is equal in time and quantity to a jpondeef A few inftancei 
from the daffies will convince him, and perfons (if there are any 
fuch) of fuperior learning. 

Taka^9pdyon t dCim, htutMrtut avtigvironv Horn, 11. ? . v. 6. 

Bo^>ic Kj Zs^wpoc, T* Tt ep>mi)0sv dtHoi. 11, i. v. 5. 

Ncet /ut> fxot koIsa^s Tlojtiixa:* Ivoai^Arv. Odyjf,\ % v. 183* 

'leptvov $| a-vac CTictXbf 5 @S\ tiyiKaiw* Odyff.^ % v. l8l* 

Ko*Xa»J/, t~, trit 0**01, tarsi <pdys; dvfyofxta, noia, Odyjf 1, 347. 
"***$< flroAgtv, 9|ps 05 vsaptiin u rats urn est. HtJiod.'Epy. $6l* 

Capitibus nutantes platanos t re&afqve cupreffus. Enniug. 

Tenula^aftf, minuta, croci contintla colore, Lucret, 

Tenue, cavati ocuii, cava tempora, frigida pellht Idem. 

Per terras amnes, atqm op pi da cooperuifle. Idem* 

Vehemens Gsf liquidui, puroque fimillimus amnu Horat. 

ParietibuSfif* prcmunt artis, & quatuor addunt* Virgil. 

Harent parietibus Scaia Idem. 

Fluviorum fex EridanUs Idem. 

Arietat in port as & duroj objice popes. Idem. 

Ego teiuis bauflu fatter f aut ullo furor, &c # Senec. 

'Tumet animus iri t fervet immenfum dolor. Idem* 

Vide ut animus ingent latus audi er it necem. Idem* 

But inftances from the Clafllcs would be endleft. Let us now take 
a fliort view, whether there are not other verfes in our Author which 
neither can be fcan'd nOr prenoune'd, without melting down fome 
fyllables and extending others ; and yet the verfes will ft and the teft of 
ali judicious ears, that are acquainted with the licences of verification. 

On holy I rood day, the gallant Hotjpur there. I Henry IV. 

And that the lord oiWeft \ morland /hall | maintain. 3 Hen, VI. 

Thy grand | father Ro | ger Mor | timer eari \ of March, Ibid. 

I am the fon of Hen \ -ry | the Fifth. Ibid* 

For Henry here is made a trisyllable* 

As/ I re drives | out fire, | fo pi | ty pity : Jul. &r/» 

And I might amafs a thoufand more inftances in proof. To conclude, 

without this liberty of liquidating fyllables, as we may call it, how" 

would Mr. Pope, or anybody elfe, fcan this verfe in John f on s Vvlponcf 

But Pari | fitet or ( fub-/><f | rofites, | And yet, &c% 

Go 
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Xlo to your reft ; at night we'll feaft together. 

^ioft welcome home 1 [ Exe. Amlcf. 

Po 1 . This bufinefs is well ended. 
My Liege, and Madam, to expbftulate (28) 
\\ hat fyJajefty Ihould be, what duty is, 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time. 
Therefore, fince brevity's the foul of wit, 
And tedioufnefs the limbs and outward flouri(hes> 
1 will be brief; your noble fon is mad ; 
Mad, call 1 it ; for, to define true madnefs, 
What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 
But let that go 

Queen. More matter, with lefs art. 

Pel. Madam, I fwear, I ufe no art at all : — 
That he is mad, 'tis true; 'tis true, 'tis pity*'; 

And pity 'tis, 'tis true; a fooliih figure, 

But farewel it; for I will ufe no art. 

Mad let us grant him then ; and now remains 

That we find tint the caufe of this effect ; 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defeft ; 

For this effedfc, defective, comes by caufe ; 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. — Perpend. — 

(*8) My Liege, and Madam , to expoflulate.] There feem to me in 
this fpeech moft remarkable ftrokes of humour. I never read it with- 
out aftonimment at the Author's admirable art of preferving the 
unity of character. It is fo juft a fatire oh impertinent oratory, 
{efpecially, of that then in vogue) which was of the formal cut, and 
•proceeded by definition, divifion, and fubdivifion, that I think, every 
body mu/t be charm'd with it. Then as to the jingles, and flay on 
words, let us but look into the fermons of Dr. Donne, (the wittieft 
man of that age) and we (hall find them full of this vein : only, there 
they are to be admired, here to be laugh'd at. Then, with what art 
is Polonlus made to pride himfelf in his wit : 

A foolim figure.— But, farewel it. 
Again, how finely is he fneering the formal oratory in fafhion, 
%hen he makes this reflection on Hamlet's reving. 

Tho' this be madnefs, yet there's method in it. 
As if method in a difcourfe (which the wits of that age thought the 
mod efTential part of good writing) would make amends for the mad* 
iiefs of it. This in the mouth of Polonius is, exceeding fatirica!. 
Tho' it was madnefs, yet he could comfort himfelf with the reflec- 
tion that at leaft it was method. Mr. JVarburton. 

Vol. VIII* G J have 
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I have a daughter ; have, while fhe is mine ; 
V. ho, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this ; now gather, and furmife. 

[He open* a letter^ and reads J] 

To the teleflial, and my/vuPs ir'o\ the moft beatified (29^ 

Ophelia. — That's an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe : 

batifitd is a vile phrafe ; but you fhall hear — Tbefe to 
her fxtellent white bofom+ thcfe. 

Q^een. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good Madam, ftay a while, I will be faithful. 

- (29) To the celeftial, and my foul's idol, the moft beautified Ophelia.] 
1 have ventured at an emendation here, againft the authority of all 
the copies : but, I hope, upon examination it will appear probable 
and reafonable. The word hautified may carry two diftinft idea 5, 
either as applied to a woman made up of artificial beauties, (which 
our Poet afterwards calls, 

The harlot's cheek beautied with plaftr'mg act) .or ae applied to a 
perfon riph in native charms : 
As in the Two Gentlemen of Veron* j 

And partly feeing you are beautified 
With goodly ihape. 
As Sbakefpeare has therefore chofe to ufe it in the latter accepta- 
tion, to expiefs natural comelinefs J I cannot imagine, that, here, he- 
would have excepted to the phrafe, and call'd it a vile one- But a 
stronger obj £lion ftill, in my mind, lies againft it. As celeftial and 
fours idol are the introductory charadleriftics of Ophelia, whatadread- 
ful anticlimax is it to defcend to 'fuch an epithet as beautified? On 
the other hand, beatified, as I have conjeftur'd, raifes the image : but 
Polomus might very well, as a Roman catholick, call it a vile phrafe, 
j. e. favouring of prophanation j fince the epithet is peculiarly made 
an adjunct to the Virgin Marys honour, and therefore ought not to 
t>e emp'oy*d in the praife of a meer mortal. Again, tho* beatified*. 
perhaps, is no where elfe apply*d to an earthly beauty, yet the fame 
•rapturous ideas are employ *d in terms purely fyAonymous. 

No Valentine indeed for j acred Sylvia. Two Cent, of Verona, 
Ev'n fhe j and is fhe not a heavenly faint f 
Call her divine. Ibid. 

My vows was earthly, thou a kcav'nly love. Love's Lab, Left, 
Celeftial a thou art, O, pardon, Love, this wrong j 
That fings Heavns praife with fuch an earth'y tongue. Ibid. 
And Beaumont and F.'etcber, I remember, in A Wife for a Month, 
snake a lover fubferibe his letter to his mifhefs, .thus ; ■ To the 
klefi Evar.tbc. 

Dcuht 
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Doubt thou, th?fiars are fire •, [Reading* 

Doubt^ that the fun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar^ 
But never doubt , I love* 

Dh 9 dear Ophelia, / am ill at theft numbers ; / have mi 
a*t to reckon my groans ; but that I love thee btft % oh mofi 
left, believe it, . Adieu. 

Thine evermore, mofi dear Lady y <wbilfi 

(this Machine is to him^ Hamlet. 

This in obedience hath jmy daughter fhewn me 1 
And, more above, hath Jus follicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath Ihe receiv'd his love ? 

/V. What do you think of me? 

King. As of a man, faithful and -honourable. 

PoK I wouldfain prove fo. But what might you think t 
When I had feen this hot love on the wing, 
{As I perceiv'd it, I muft tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me :) what might you, 
Or my dear Majefty your Queen here, think ? 
If I had play'd the defk or table-book, 
Or giv'n my heart a working, mute and dumb* 
Or look'd upon this love with idle fight ; 
What might you think ? no, I went round to work. 
And my young miftrefs thus I did befpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere, 
This muft not be ; and then, I precepts gave her, 
That (he fhould lock herfelf from his refort. 
Admit no meflengers, receive no tokens : 
Which done, (he took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he repulfed, a fhort tale to make, 
Fell to a fadnefs, then into a faft, 
Thence to a watching, thence into a weakness, 
Thence to a lightnefs, and, by this declenfion, 
Into the madnefs wherein now he raves, 
And all we wail for. 

King. Do you think this ? 

$>uten* It may be very likely. 

G z PoU 
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PoL Hath there been fuch a time, I'd fain know thatj 
That I have positively (aid, 'tis fo, 
When it prov'd otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

PoL Take this from this, if this be otherwife. 

[Pointing to his Head and Shoulder m 
If circumftances lead me, \ will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the center. 

King, How may we try it further ? [ther> 

PoL You know, fometimes he walks four hours togc- 
Bere in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

PoL At fuch a time I'll loofe my daughter to him $ 
Be you and I behind an arras theni 
Mark the encounter: Jf he love her not, 
4nd be not from his reafon falPn thereon, 
Let me be no affiftant for a flate, 
But keep a farm and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading, 

£>ueen. But, look, where, fadly the poor wretch comec 
reading. 
4 Pol. Away, 1 do befeech you, both away. 
I'll board him prefently. [Exe. King and QueenZ 

fah, give me leave.— How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, God o' mercy. 

PoL Dp you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fifhmonger. 

PoL Not I, my Lord. 

Ham, Then I would you were fo honeft a man. 

PoL Honeft, my Lord ? 

Ham. .Ay, Sir ; to be honeri, as this world goes, is 
to be one man pick'd out of ten thoufand. 

PoL That's very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the fun breed maggots in a dead dog, 
Being a good killing carrion- 
Have you a daughter ? 

PoL I have, my Lord. 

5 Hani, 
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Ham. Let her not walk i'tk' fun ; conception is a 
bleffing, but not as your daughter may conceive. Friend, 
look to't. [daughter!— ' 

Pol. How fay you by that ? ftill harping on my 
Yet he knew me*not at firfl ; he faid, I was a fifhmonger. 
He is far gone ; and, truly, in my youth, [*ifidt%. 

I fuffer'd much extremity for love ; 

Very near this. I'll fpeak to him again. 

What do you read, my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, word?, words. 

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Between whom ? 

To 1 . I mean the matter that you read, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Sir : for the fatirlcal fiave fays here, 
that old men have grey beards ; t'lat their faces are 
wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber, and plum- 
tree gum : and that they have a plentiful lack of wit; 
together with moil weak hams. All which, Sir, tho' 
I moll powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold it 
not honeity to have it thus fet down; for yourfelf>, 
Sir, fhall be as old as I am, if, like a crab you could 
go backward. 

Pel. Though this be madnefs, yet there's method in't: 
Will you walk out of the air, my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o' th' air: 
How pregnant (fometimes) his replies are ? 
A hap pine is that often madnefs hits on, 
Vt hich fanity and reafon could not be 
So profp'roufly deliver'd of. I'll leave him, 
And fuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
between him and my daughter. 
My honourable Lord, I will mofl humbly 
Take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing that 
I will more willingly part withal, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fools ! 

iV. You go to feck. Lord Hamlet ; there hejs. [Exit. 

G 3 ' Enter 
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E nur ^Rofincrantz and Guildenftern. 

P of. God fave you, £ir. 

GV. Mine henour'd lord! « 

- RoJ. My moll d?ar Lord ! [GtiU^ftemf 

Ham. My excellent good friends! How doft tho« 
Oh, Ro/i'icrai.tz % good lads ! how do ye both? 

RoJ. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gil. Happy, in that we are not over»happy ; on 
fortune's cap, we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foles of her fhoe ? 

Rf. Neither, my Lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her walft, or in the mid- 
dle of her favours ? 

GuU 'faith, in her privates we. 

ILm. In the fecret parts of fortune ? oh, mod true \ 
fhe is a /trumpet. What news ? 

/ J /» None, my Lord, but that the world's grow* 
honefh 

/ an. Then is dooms-day near ; but your news is not 
true. Let me queition more in particular ; what have 
•you, my good friends, deferved at the hands! of fortune* 
that Ihe fends you to prifon hither? 

GuiL Prifon, my Lord ! 

Ham. Denmark's a prifon. 

R-f. r l hen is the world one. 

liar, A goodly one, in which there. are many con- 
fines, wards, and dungeons ; Dtnmatk being one o'th* 
woril. 

Rrf. We think not fo, my Lord. 

H~m. Why, then, 'tis none to you; for there it 
nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo>: 
to me, it is a prifon. 

Roj. V\ hy, then your ambition makes it one : 'tis too 
narrow for your mind. 

H m. Ch God, 1 could be bounded in a nut-fhelH 
and count myfelf a King of infinite fpace ; were it not, 
that i have bad dreams. 

G./7. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; for the 

very 
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very fubitance of the ambitious is merely the ftiadow 
of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itfdf is but a (hadoWr 

Ref. Truly, and I hold ambition of fo airy and light 
a quality, that it is but a (hadow's fhadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our mo- 
narchs and out-ftretch'd heroes, the beggars' (hadows ; 
Shall we to th' Courr? for, by ny fay, J cannot reafon. 

Botk % We'll wait upon you. 

Hon. No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the 
reft of my fervants ; for, to fpeak to you like an honeft 
man, I am mod dreadfully attended : but in the bcatea 
way of friend (hip, what make you at El/i*oir f 

Rf. To vifit you, my Lord ; no other occafion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; 
but I thank you; and' fore, dear friends, my thanks 
are too dear of a half-penny. Were you not fent for ? 
is it your own inclining ? is it a free vifitation ? come, 
deal juftly with me ; come, come ; nay,, fpeak, 

GuiU What fhould we fay* mj Lord? 

Hem* Any thing, but to the purpofev Yba were 
fent for : and there is a kind of confeffion in your 
looks, which your modefties have not craft enough to 
colour. £ know, the good King and Queen have fent 
for you. 

Rof. To what ent, my Lord? 

Ham. That you moft teach me r but let me conjure 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancy 
of our youth,., by the obligation of our ever-preferved 
love, and by what more dear, a better propofer could 
charge you withal ; be even and direct with me, whether 
you were fent for or no ? 

Rof. What fay you ? [To Guilden. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you : if you love 
.me, hold not off. 

GuiL My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; fo fhall my anticipation 
prevent your difcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and 
Queen moult no feather. I have of late, but wherefore 

G 4 I knew 
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1 know not, loft all my mirth, foregone all cuflom of 
cxercife ; and, indeed, it goes fo heavily with my dif- 
pofition, that this goodly frame, the earth, feems to 
me a fieri 1 promontory ; this moft excellent canopy the 
air, look you, this brave o'er-hanging firmament, this 
majeitical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears 
no other thing to me, than a foul and peftilent congre- 
gation of vapours. \^hat a piece of work is a man ! 
how noble in reafon ! how infinite in faculties \ in form 
and moving how exprefs and admirable ! in a&ion how 
like an angel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the 
beauty of the world, the paragon of animals ! and. yet 
to me, what is this quintefifence of dull ? man delights 
not me, nor woman neither; though by your fmiling- 
you fcem to fay fo. 

R-f. IVJy Lord, there was no fuch ftaffin my thoughts. 

Bam. Why did you laugk, when I faid, man delights 
not me? 

Rof. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in man, 
what lenten entertainment the players lhall receive from 
)ou ; we accolled them on the way, and hither are 
they coming to offer you fervice. 

t ar. Ke that plays the King fhall be welcome ; hi& 
Majefly mall have tribute of me ; the adventurous Knight 
fhail ufe his foyle and target; the lover (hall not figh 
gmtu $ the humorous man fhall end his part in peace ; 
and the lady (hall fay her mind freely, or the blank verfe 
fhail halt rbr't. What players are they ? 

RoJ. Even thofc you were wont to take delight in, 
the tragedians of the city. 

//.»;. How chances it, they travel ? their refidence 
both in reputation and profit was better, both ways. 

R-f. 1 think, their inhibition comes by the means of 
the late innovation. 

Han:. Lo they hold the fame eflimation they did^ 
when I was in the city ? are they fo followed ) 

Rof. No, indeed, they are not. 

Hun* How comes it r* do they grow rufty ? 

R*f* Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace ; 

but 
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but there is, Sir, an aiery of children, little eyafes, (30) 
that cry out on the top of queftion ; and are moil tyran- 
nically clapt for't; thefe are now the falhion, and fo 
berattle the common ftages, (fo they call them) that 
many wearing rapiers are afraid of gcofe-quills, and 
dare fcarce come thither. 

Ham. What, are they children ? who maintains 'em ; 
how are they efcorted ? will they purfue the quality, no 
longer than they can fing ? will they not fay afterwards, 
if they lhould grow themfelves to common players, (as 
it is mcft like, if their means are no better:) theft* 
writers do them wrong to make them exclaim againit . 
their own fucceflion? 

Rof. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both 
£des ; and the nation holds it no fin, to tarre them on . 
to controverfy. There was, for a while, no money 
bid for argument, unlefs the poet and the player went . 
to cuffs in the queftion. 

Ham. Js't poffible ? 

GuiL Oh, there has been much throwing about of / 
trains. 

Hum* Do the boys carry it away ? 

kof. Ay, that they do, my Lord, Hercules and his ••* 
load too. 

Ham. It is not flrange ; for mine uncle is King of 
Denmark ; and thofe, that would make mowes at him . 

(30) But there is, Sir, dn aiery of children, little yafes, that cry out ori - 
the top of quejlion.] The Poet here fleps out of his fubject to give a ■■: 
Jaih at home, and fneer at the prevailing fafliion of following plays 
performed by the children of the chapel, and abandoning the efla- 
blifii'd theatres. But why are they call'd little yafes ? I wifh, fome 
of the editors would have expounded this fin* new word to us j or, at - 
leaft, told us where we might meet with it. Till then, I mall make • 
bold to fufpect it; and, without overftraining fagacity, attempt to -> 
retrieve the true word. As he firft calls 'em an aiery of children, , 
(now, an aiery or eyery is a hawk's or eagle's neft) there is not the 

Jeart queftion but we ought to reftore little eyafes ; i. e. young . 

neftlings, creatures^juft out of the egg, (An eyas or nya< hawk, un • 
Ktais, cccipiter n'idarius, qui rtceni ex ojvo emerjit. Skinner ) So Mrs, . 
Ford f*ys to Falfiaffe* dwarf page. 

Kow now, my fy*j-aiuikei ? What news with you ? 

Merry Wives. - 
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while my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, aa 
hundred ducats a-piece, fox his picture in little. There 
is fomething in this more than natural, if philofophy 
could find it out. \FkuriJhfor the Players* 

G.v/7. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfinoor ; your 
hands: come then, the appurtenance of welcome is 
fafhion and ceremony. Let me comply with you in 
this garbe, left my extent to the players (which, I 
tell you, mud (hew fairly outward) (hould more ap- 
pear like entertainment than yours. You are wel- 
come ; but my Uncle-father and Aunt* mother aje 
deceiv'd. 

Guih Iiv what) my dear Lord f 

Ham. I am but mad north, north-weft : when the 
wind, is foutherly, I know a hawk from % hand-few. 

Enter Polonium 

Po f . Well be with you, gentlemen. 
' Ham. Hark you, GuUdenftem^ and you too, at each 
car a hearer ; that great baby, you fee there, Js not yet 
out of his fwathling-clouts. 

Rof. Haply, he's the fecoml time come to them ; for 
they fay, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophefy, he comes to teH me of thjt 
players. Mark it; — you fay right> Sir; for on Mw^. 
morning 'twas lb, indeed.. 

Pol. My Lord, I have news to telkyou. 

Ham. My Lord, I have news, to tell you.. 
When Ro/cius was an a&or in Rme 

Pol. The a&ors are come hitljer, my Lord., 

Ha*. Bqzze, buzze. 

. Pol. Upon, mine. honour.—— ■- 

Ham. Then came each ac\or*oivhis* afs*— -*■- 

PoL The beft aclor* in the world, either for tragedy 
comedy, hiftory, paftoral, palloral-cproicaj, hiftoricalf 
paftoral, fcene undiyidabje, or poem unlimited : Seneca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the law 
qf wit, and the liberty, thefe are the. only men* 



Ha mlet, Prince of Denmark. 155 

Horn. Ob, Jrpbtba, judge of (fi-ael, what a treafure- 
Badft thou ! 

PoL What a treafure had he, my Lord? 

Ham. Why, one fair daughter t and no more >r 
The vubt'cb be loved faffing <well+. 

PoL Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i'th* right, old Jephtba f 

PoL If you- call me Jepbtba, my Lord, I hare ti 
daughter that. I love paffiftg well. 

Ham. Nay* that follows, not, 

/V. . What follows then, my Lord ? r 

H^m. Why,, as by lot y .God aw/— and then you know*. 
k came to pojs, as n.oft like it was; the firft row of the 
rubrick will (hew you more.. For,, look, where myy 
abridgements come.. 

'Enter four or f<ve PlAyers* . 

Y 'are welcome, mailers, welcome all. I am glad to Ce& 
thee well ; welcome, good friends. Oh ! old friend t\ 
thy face is valanc'd, nnce I faw thee laft : com'ft thou 
ta beard me in Denmark ? What ! my. young lady and i 
miftrefs ? b'erlady, your lady (hip is nearer heaven than, 
when I faw you laft, by the altitude of a chioppine. 
Bray God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold,, 
be not crack'd within, the ringl— Matters, you are all" 
welcome ; we'll e'en to't like friendly feulconers, fly at: 
any thing we fee; we'll have a fpeech ftraight. Come,, 
give us a tafte of your quality;; come, a^paffionate: 
fpeech, 

1 Play. What (peech, my good Lord^j 
Haw. I heard thee fpeak me a fpeechonce; ..but it was>; 
never acled ; or if it was, not above once.; for the play, 
I remember, pleas'd'not the million, 'twM-Caviar to* 
the general; but it was (as I received it, and others, 
whofc judgment in fuch matters cried !ia the top of/ 
»me) aa. excellent play.;, well dr^ftecLia* the fcenes r> 
fekdowa. with as n\uch modefty as cunning^ lire*. 

G 6> * member. 
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member, (31) one faid, there was no fait in the lines, 
to make the matter favoury ; nor no matter in the 
phrafe, that might indite the author of affe&ion ; but 
calPd it, an honefl method. One fpeech in it I chiefly 
lov'd ; 'twas Mneas\ tale to Dido ; and thereabout of 
it efpecially, vhere he fpeaks of Priam's flaughter. Jf 

(31) 1 remember, one faid, there was no fa ft in the lines to make the 
matter favoury.] i.e. That there was no poignancy of wit, or viru- 
lence of fatire in them, as I had formerly explained this pafiage. Mr. 
Pope has fal'en upon me with a fneer, and triumphs that I mould 
be fo ridiculous to think that fatire can have any phce in tragedy* 
<L did not mean, that fathe was to make its fubjed, or that the paf- 
lions were to be purg'd by it : may not a fbarp and farcaftical fenti- 
ir.ent, for all that, occafionally arife from the matter ? What Hoes 
this gentleman think of irony? Is it not one fpecies of fatire ? And 
yet Monfieur Hedelin (almoft as good a judge as Mr. Pope ia thefc 
matters) tells us, it is a figure entirely theatrical. Or what does 
Mr. Pcpe think of £uch fentences as thefe ? 

Frailty, thy name is woman ! Hamlet* 

Jn fecend hufl)3nd let me be accurft ! ' 

None wed the fecond, but who kilVd thefrfi. Ibid* 

At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he fold the blcod and labour 
. Of our great aflion. Ceriolanus, 

O woman ! woman ! woman ! All the Gods 
Move not fuch ponur of doing good to men, 
yJs ycu of doing harm, Dryden'i All for Love, 

And to botrow one inftance from an antient, who has outgone all 
■the others quoted, in the ftrength of his farcafm, 

TJet.^a; muur&pi, SijXu Y £% stVcj ytvo;. 

*Qtno* $"' af u<i iy fafcv n*Q^civoiq uttutv. Eurip. in Medea* 

I chofe this pafiage, becaufe, I think, our Milton has left a fine pa- 
/aphrale upon it j and, I doubt not, had the Creek pcet in his eye. 

. Oh, why did God, 

Creator wffe, that peopled high eft heav'n 
"With fpirj'ts raafculfne, create at laft 
This novelty oh earth, th\s fair defcii 
Of Nature, and not fill the world at once 
With n:en, as angels, and not ftmir.ine j 
Or findfome other way to generate mankind. 
If Mr. Tope does not think thefe paflVges to he fatire, and yet they 
•re aH in tragedies^ I muft beg leave to dilTent from him jn opinion* 
Ur, to conclude, has Mr. Pope never heard, that Euripides obtain'd 
the name of Miaoy£\ns, woman«hater, becaufe he fo virulently faty- 
§,*d tlje fex in his tragedies / 

it 
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h live in your memory, begin at this line, let me fee, 
Jet me 4ee — The rugged Pyrrbus, like th* Hy re am an 

beaft, It is not fo ; it begins with Pyrrbus* 

The rugged Pyrrbus, he, whole fable arms, 
Black as his purpofe, did the nighfr refemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous hqrfe ; 
Hath now his dread and black complexion fmear'd 
With heraldry more difmal ; head to foot, 
Now is he total gules ; horridly trickt 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fons, 
Bak'd and impafted with the parching fires, 
That lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To murders vile. Roafted in wrath and fire, 
And thus o'er-fized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like carbuncles, the hellifh Pyrrbus 
Old grandfire Priam feeks. 

Pol, 'Fore God, my Lord, well fpoken, with good 
accent, and good difcretion. 

i Play. Anon he finds him, 
Striking, toolhort, at Greeks. His antique fword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command; unequal match'd,- 
Pyrrhm at Priam drives, in rage ftrikes wide ; 
But with the whif and wind of his fell fword 
Th' unnerved father falls. Then fenfelefe Uium r 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe ; and with a hideous crafh 
Takes prifoner PyrrhuS ear. For lo, his fword » 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of rev'rend Priam, feem'd i'th* air to ftick : 
Sq, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrbus flood-; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing. 

But as we often fee, againfl fome florm, 
A file nee in the heav'hs, the rack ft and ft ill, 
The bold winds fpeecnlefs, and the orb below 
As hum as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region * So after Pyrrbus 9 paufe, 
A routed vengeance fets him new a- work : 
And never did the Cyclop hammers fall 

00 
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On Ma*s his armour, forg'd for proof cterne, 
With lefs remorfe than Pyrkm* bleeding (Word 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou (trumpet fortune f all you Gods, 
In general fy nod take away her power : 
Break all the fpokes and fellies from her wheel, 
AndJfcowl the round naye down the. hill of heav'nj, 
As low as to the fiends, 

Pol. This is too lone* 

Ham*, It (hall to th* barber'* with.your beard.. Pr'y-- 
on ; he's for a jigg, or a tale of bawdry, o* 



tianty, 1 
thee, fay 



he deeps. Say on, come to Hec*b v. ["Queen, — 

I Play.. But who, oh] who,, had feen the. mobled 

Ham. The mobled Queen ? 

Pol. That's good; mobJediQueen^ is good. 

I Play. Run bare-foot up and. down, threatning the 
flames 
With biffon rheum; a clout upon, that head. 
Where late the diadem ftood; and for a robe 
About her lank and all-o'er-teemed loins,. 
A blanket in th' alarm of fear caught up :. 
Who this had feen,. with tongue in venom fteep'd,, 
'Gainft fortune's ftate would treafonhave pronounc'dt : 
But if the Gods themfelves did. fee her then*., 
Whence faw Pyrrkus make malicious .(port 
In mincing. with his fword her hdband's limbs ;, 
The inftant burft of clamour that (he made, 
(Unlefs things mortakmove them not at all) 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of heav'n, 
And paffion in the Gods* 

Pet. Look, whe're he has not^urnMhis colour, and" 
has tears in'^ eyes. Pr'ythee, ; no more. 

Ham. 'Tis well Til have thee fpeak out the reft of 
this foon. Good my Lord, will you fee the players well 
heftow'd ? ©o ye hear, let them be well us'd ; for they 
are the abftraft, andfcrjef chronicjers of the time* After 
your death, you were better have. a bad epitapji, than 
their iU report while you liv'd. # 

Po/.My Lord,. I. will ufe them according to theit. 
*fert>. 
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Ham. God's bodikins, man, much better. Ufe every 
man after his defert, and who (hall 'fcape whipping 1 ? 
ufe them after your own honour and dignity. The lefs 
they deferve, tne more merit is in, your bounty. Take 
them in. 

B$L Come, Sirs* ^ [Exit Polonius. 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we'll have a play to- 
morrow. Doft thou hear me, old friend, caiv you play 
the murder of GoozagA ? 

Flay. Ay, my Lord, 

Ham. We'll ha't to-morrow-night. You could, for ^t 
need, ftudy a fpeech of fome dozen, or fixteen lines,, 
whkh.I would fet down, *nd infert in't? could ye not ? 

Play. Ay, my Lord*. 

Ham. Very well,. Follow that Lord, and, look, you, 
mock him not.. My good friends, Til leave you 'till, 
nighfe you are welcome to Efitoer* . 

Rof. Good my Lord,. [Exeunt.^ 

Manet Hamlet* 

Ham, Ay, &, Go&bNv'ye : now I am alone^ 
0h, what a rogue and peafant flave am I ! 
Uit nofcmonftrous that this player here, N 
But-Ill a fi&ion, in a dream of paflion, 
Could force his foul, fo to.his own conceit, 
That, from her workings aH.his vifage warm'd t. ^ 
Tears in his eyes, diftraclion in his afpeft, 
A broken .voice, and his whole function Anting, . 
With forms, to his conceit? and all for nothing ?> 
For Hecuba? 

What's Hecuba to hin>, or, he to Hecuba, . 
That he mould weep for her? what would he do,. 
Had he the motive and the cue for pafEon, 
That. I have ; ? he would drown the. ftage with tears,, 
And cleave the gen'ral ear with. horrid fpeech,. 
Make, mad the guilty, and appall the free; : 
Confound the ignorant* and amaze* indeed. 

The very faculty of eyes and ears. Yet I,, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rafcal, peak,, 
fcike Jehn-a-dreams, unpregnaitt of my.cajife,. 
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And can fay nothing.^ no, not for a King, 

Upon whofe property and moft dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 
Who calls me villain, breaks my pate a-cro&, 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by th' nofe, gives me the lye i'th' throat, 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 
Yet 1 mould take it— for it cannot be, 
But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppreffion bitter ; or, ere this, 
I mould have fatted all the region kites 
With this flave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorfelefs, treacherous, letcherous, kindlefs villain I 
Why, what an afs am I ? this is moil brave, 
That J, the fon of a dear father murder'd, 
Frompted to my revenge by heav'n and hell, 
Mull, like a whore) unpack my heart with words, 

And fall a curfing like a very drab (32) 

A cullion, fy upon't ! foh ! — about, my brain!— |r* 

I've heard, that guilty creatures, at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the fcene 

Been flruck fo to the foul, that prefently 

They have prociaim'd their malefactions. 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will fpeak- 

With moil miraculous organ. I'll have thefe players 

Play fomething like the murder of my father, 

Before mine uncle. I'll obferve his looks ; 

I'll tent him to the quick ; if he but blench, 

(32) And fall a turfing like a v/ry drab 

A ftallion. ] But why * ftallion? The two old folio's have Jr, a 

fcullior, : but that -too is wrong. I am perfuaded, Sbakefpcare wrote 
as I have rtform'd the text, a cullion y i. e. a ftupijd, hsartlefs, faint- 
hearted, white-liver'd fellow j one good for nothing, but curling and 
talking big. So, in King Lear ; 

I'll make a fop o'th' moonfliine of you 5 you whorfon, cullionly, 
barbermonger, draw. 
2 Hemy VI. 

Away, bafe culliom ! Svffolk t Jet 'cm go. 

The word is of Italian extraction, from coglione j which, in its 
metaphoricil iignification, (as LaCrufca defines it ) die eft a r. cor cogli- 
one per ingiuria in fenfo di balordo, is faid by way of reproach to 
ajlupid, feO/d for nothing blockhead. 

I know 
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I know my courfe. This fpirit, that I have feen, 
May be the devil ; and the devil hath power 
T' aflame a pleafing (hape ; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my wea.knefs.and my melancholy, 
(As he is very potent with fuch fpirits) 
Abufes me to damn me. Vll have grounds 
More relative than this : The play's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the confcience of the King. [Exit % 

A C T^ III; 

SCENE, The Palace. 

J nler Khg, Queen, Pojonius, Ophelia, Rofmcrantz* 
GuHdenilern, fmd Lords. 

King. 

AND can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion*. 
Crating (b harfhly all his days of quiet, 
"With turbujent and dang'rous lunacy ? 

Rof. He does confefs, he feels himfetf diftra£ed y 
Bat from what caufe he will by no means fpealc. 

GuiL Nor dp we find him forward to be founded ; 
But with a. crafty madnefs keeps aloof, 
When we would bring him on to Tome confefliaa 
Of his true flate. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Rof. Moil like a gentleman. 

GuiL But with much forcing of his difpofitiott*. 

Rof. Niggard of queition, bat of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you afTay him to any paitime ? 

Re/, Madam, it fo fell out, that certain players 
We o'er- took on the way ; of thefe we told hinii 
♦And there did feem in him a kind of joy 

T<&. 
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To hear of it: they are about the court ; 
And (as I think) they have already order 
This night to play before him. - 

Po'. 'Tismoit true: 
And he befeech'd me to intreat your Majefties 
To hear and fee the matter. 

King. W ith all my heart, and it doth much content me* 
To hear him fo inciin'd. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 
And drive his.purpofe into thck delights* 
■ R-f. We (hall, my lord. [Exeunt* 

Kin . Sweet Ge*trude y leave us too; , 
For we have clofefy fent farHamlv hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront O e hetia* Her father, and myfelf, 
Will fo beftow ourfelves, that, feeing, unfeen, - 
We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
IPt be th* affliction of his love, or no* 
That thua he fuffers for. 

Shan. I fhall obey you i 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do wifh, 
Tharyonr geod beauties be the happy caufa - 
Of HamUt's wildnefs ! So fhall I hope, yourVirtuet ' 
May bring him to his wonted way again 
To both your honours. 

Opb. Madam, J wifh it may. [Exit Queen. 

JPoI. Of be li a, walk you here. — Gracious, fo pleafe ye, 
We will bellow ourfelves— — Read on this book 5 
That4hew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefs. We're oft^to blame in this, 
Tis too much prov'd, that with devotion's vifage, 
And pious action, we do fugar o'er 
The devil himfelf. 

King. Oh, 'tis too true. 
How fhiart a lafh that fpeech doth give my confcience t 

The harlot's cheek, beau tied with plaiftring art, 
e not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 

' Than 
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Than is my deed to my moft painted word. 
Oh heavy burden ! 

PoL I hear him coming ; let's withdraw, my Lord. 

{Exeunt all but Ophelia* 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be ? that is the queftion.— 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to fuffer 
The flings and arrowsof outrageous fortune ; 
.Or to take arms againft a fea of troubles, (33) 

And 

And iy op^tftngend them t] I once imagined, th*t, to pt«fcr?t,tn« 
uniformity of metaphor, and ti it ii t- word our Author it fond ft 
ufing eifewhere, he might have wrote j— — a fiege oftrwbltu 
So, in Mldfummtr Night* t Dream* 

Or, if there were a fympathy in choi-e, 
War, death, or ficknef* did UyJI'ge to it. 
King John. 

Death, having preyM upon the outward partf,. 
Leaves them j invisible hitJUge is now, '^c, 
Romeo and Juliet, 

You, to remove that fiege of grief from het $ 
Betroth'd, and would have married her, &c* 
Timon of Athens. 

Not ev'n Nature, 
To whom all fores \*yjuge t can bear great fortune 
But by contempt of nature. 
Or one might conjedturally amend the paflage, nearer to the traces 
#f the text, thus 5 

Or fo take arms agawjf tV aflay of troubles, 
Or, 

. againfl a *fay of troubles f 

£ e. againft the attempts, attacks^ &c. So, before,^ia thil play j 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give th* ajfay of arms againft. your majelty, 
Htnry V. 

Galling the gleaned land with hot ajfayu 
Macbeth* 

■ their ma'ady convinces 
The great affaj of art. 
Lear. 

And that thy tongue fome y fay of breedmg breathes, &c. &c. 
But, perhaps, any correction whatever may be unnecefiary; coat- 
fidcring the great liccntiou&cfs of our Poet in joining heterogcneo«i 

inctaohorsi 
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And by oppofing end them ? — to die, — to fleep r 

No more ; and by a fleep, we fay, to end 

The heart-ache, and the thoafand natural Ihocks 

That fiefh is heir to ; 'tis a confummation 

Devoutly to be vvifh'd. To die to fleep (34} 

To fleep ? perchance, to dream ; ay, there's the rub-— 
For in that fleep of death what dreams may come, 

metaphors j and confickring too, that a fea is ufed not only to llgnify 
the ocean, but likewife a vaft quantity, multitu.de, or confluence of 
any thing eh'e. Inftances ate thick both in facred and prophane 
writers. The prophet Jeremiah, particularly, in one pafTage, calls a 
prodigious army coming up againfc a city, a pa : chap, ii. 42. 'The fea 
ir ccmc up upon Babylon j Jhe it covered with the multitude of the waves 
thereof. ^Eschylus is frequent in the ufe of this metaphor j 

* Bca yo.% ku/xu %i£g-&Tm rpcfl.ii, Sept,cont,¥bebas i 'V.fy 9 

And again, a little lower. 

Kv y.n, >of vzfl %\oMv 

AoyjArO'Ao p&v .t'v^alv 

"a^h; ofOfAtxov. Jb\ds V, ll6+. 

And again, in his Perfiant. 

Lo%i(j(.oq Y tins vtvoe-ti; 
Mtya\u p : vfA,x\i <Jx»Ia;v, 

'Eyv^oT; s?ne<rn i'^yr.f 

So Cicero, in one of Irs let'ers to Attlcus, lib. vii. Ep. 4. Flu&um 
triitn totius Barbaria ferre urbs una^ non poterat. And, befides, a fea of' 
troubles among ihsCreeks grew into proverbial ufage ; xaxw* Sahara-*, 
wjlkwv r^xvfA^x. So that the exprefiion, 6gurativtsly, means, the 
troubles of human life> which flow in upon us, and encom pais us 
round, like a fea. Our Poet too has employ'd this metaphor in his 
Antony, fpeaking of a confluence of courtiers j 
J was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the morn -dew on the myrtk leaf. 
To his grand fea. 
The fame image andexpreffion, I observe, i&ufed by Beaumont and 
Eleicber in their Tivo Noble Ksnjmen. 

• Tho' I know, 

His ocean needs not my poor drops, yet they 
Mud yield their tribute there. 

(34) — n To die, tojleep ; 

To fleep ? perchance, to dream ;] This admirable fine reflexion 
feems, in a paltry manner, to be fneer'd at by Beaumont ard Fletoixr 
in their Scornful Lady, 

Rog. Have patience, Sir, until our fellow Nicholas be deceased, that 
is> afleep j tojleep^ to die j to die, tojleep j : a very rlgqre, Sir. 

Whea 
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SVhen we have muiHed off this mortal coil, 

Mufl: give us paufe. There's the refpect, 

That makes calamity of fo long life. 

For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time, 

Th' oppreflbr's wrong, the proud man's contumely^ 

The pang of defpis'd love, the law's delay, 

The infolence of office, and the fpurns 

That patient merit of th' unworthy takes ; 

When he himfelf might his Quietus make 

With a bare bodkin? who would fardles bear, 

To groan and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death, 

(That undifcover'd country, from whofe bourne (35) 

N6 

.(15) 5T&«f nndifcdver'3 country, from wbofe bourne 
No traveller returns.] As fome fuperficial criticks have, without 
the leaft fcruple, accufed the Poet of forgetfulnefs *ndfelf contradiction 
from this paffage j feeing that in this very play he introduces a cha- 
racter from the other world, the gboft of Hamlet's father : I have, 
thought this circumftance worthy of a iuftification. *Tis certain, to 
introduce a gboft, a being from the otner world, and to fay, that no 
traveller returns from thofe confines, is, literally taken, as abfolute a 
contradiction as can be fuppos'd & fatlo & termini*. But we are to 
take notice, that Sbakefpeare brings his ghoft only from a middle fate, 
or local purgatory : a prifon-boufe, as be makes his fpirit call it, where 
he was doom'd, for a term only, to expiate his fins of nature. By 
the undifcovefd country here mentioned, he may, perhaps, mean that 
laft and eternal refidence of fouls in a ftate of full blifs or mifery j 
which fpirits in a middle ftate could not be acquainted with, or ex- 
plain. So that if any latitude of fenfe may be allow'd to the Poet's 
words, tho' he admits the pofiibility of a fpirit returning from the 
dead, be yet holds, that the ftate of the dead cannot be communi- 
cated ; and, with that allowance, it remains ftill an undifewered 
ratntry. We are to obferve too, that even his ghofr,xvho comes from 
purgatory, (or, whatever has been fignified under that denomination) 
comes under refactions : and tho'- he confefTes himfelf fubjeft to a 
pjciflitude of torments, yet he fays, at the fame time, that be is forbid 
'0 tell the fecrets of bis prifon-bouje. The antients had the fame no- 
:i^n of our obfeure and twilight knowledge of an after-being. Vale* 
'ius Ffaccus, I remember, (if I may be indulg'd in a fbort digreflion) 
[peaking of the lower regions, and ftate of the fpirits there, has 
an expreflion, which, in one fenfe, comes clofe to our Author's 
tndif covered country j 

Superis incognita rellus. 
rind it is obfervablc ihaXVtrgil, before he enters upon a defcription of 

bell, 
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No traveller returns) puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear thofe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Thus confcience does make cowards of us all : 
And thus the native hue of refolution 
Is ikklied o'er with the pale call of thought ; 
And enterprises of great pith, and moment, 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 
And lofe the «iame of a&ion Soft you, now ! 

[Firing Ophelia 
The fair Ophelia ? Nymph, in thy orifons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Opb. Good my Lord, 
How does your honour for this many a day f 

Ham. I numbly thank you, well ; 

Opb. My Lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to re-deliver. 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, I never gave you aught. 

Opb. Myhonour'd Lord, you know right well, you did 
And with them words of fo fweet breath composed, 
As made the things more rich : that perfume loft, 
Take thefe again 9 for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts -wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honeft ? 

Opb. My Lord 

Ham. Are you fair i 

Opb. What means your Lordfhip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and fair, you mould ad 
jnit no difcourfe to your beauty. 

Opb. Could beauty, my Lord, have better oommerc 
than with honefty ? 

■bell, and of the elyfian fields;, implores the permifiron of the inferos 
deities ; and prcfefles, even then, to difcover no more than btarjt 
• concerning their myfterious dominions. 

Dii, quibus tmpertum eft ammarum, umbraque Jtfentes, 
Et Chaos , & Pblegetbon, loca no Be tacenjia late, 
Sk mibifas audita )oqui,>fr numine veftro 
P and ere res alt£ terra & saligine merfas, ./EnekL V 

Han 
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Him. Ay, truly ; (36) for the power of beauty will 
(boner transform honefly from what it is, to a bawd ; 
than the force of honeity can tranflate beauty into its 
likenefs. This was fometime a paradox, but now the 

time gives it proof. 1 did love you once. 

( Opb. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe fo. 

Ham. You fhould not have believed me. For virtue 
cannot fo inoculate our old flock, but we fhall relifh of 
it. I Jov'd you not. 

Opb. I was the more deceiv'd. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldft thou be 

a breeder of finners ? I am myfelf indifferent honeft ; 

but yet T could accufe me of fuch things, that it were 

b-tter, my mother had not borne me. 1 am very proud,, 

jrevengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 

than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give 

«hem ihape, or time to ad them in. What fhould fuch 

bellows, as I, do crawling between heav'n and earth ? 

■*ve are arrant knaves, believe none of us —Go thy 

"%^ays to a nunnery Where's your father ? 

Opb. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be fhut upon him, that he may 

X^lay the fool no where but in's own houfe, Farewel. 

Opb. Oh help him, you fweet heav'ns ! 

Him. If thou doft marry, Til give thee this plague for 

Crliy dowry. Be thou as chafle as ice, as pure as fnow, 

^liou (halt not efcape calumny.— Get thee to a nunnery, 

farewel— Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 

(36) Ay, truly ; for tbe power of beauty will fo:ner transform bonefly 
r-m what it is to a bawd, &c] Our Author has twice before, in his 
&i You Like it, playM with a fentiment bordering upon this. 
Celia. *Tis true, for thofe, that (he makes fair, me fcarce makes 
me/}-, and thofe, that (he makes boneft, {he makes very ill- favour d. 
And again, 
Auir. Would you not have me boneft f 

Clown. No, truly, unlefs thou wert bard-favour* d \ for boneft y, 
upled to beauty, is to have honey a fauce to fugar. 
The foundation -of both paffages may poflibly have been of claflical 
raftion. 

Lis eft cum forma magna pudicitix. Ovid. 

■ Rara eft adeb concordia form* 
Atoue pudicitifc. JuvenaU 

fool y 
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; for wife men know well enough, what monfters 

make of them To a nunnery, go— and quickly 

: farewel. 

yh. Heav'nly powers, reftore him ! 
law. I have heard of your painting too, well enough : 
i has given you one face, and vou make yourfelves 
ther. You jig, you amble, and you lifp, and nick- 
ie God's creatures, and make your wantonnefs your 
>rance. Go to, I'll no more on't, it hath made me 
i. I fay, we will have no more marriages. Thofe 
are married already, all but one, fhall live ; the 
mall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. 

[Exit Hamlet, 
] pb. Oh, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
\ courtier's, foldier's, fcholar's, eye, tongue, fwbrd ! 
expectancy and rofe of the fair ftate, 
rglafs of fafhion, and the mold of form, 
obferv'd of all obfervers, quite, quite down 1 
i of ladies moil: dejedt and wretched, 
,t fuck'd the honey of his mufick vows : 
/ fee that noble and moll fov'reign reafon, 
i fweet bells jangled out of tune, and harm ; 
t unmatched form, and feature of blown youth, 
ted with ecftafy. Oh, woe is me ! 
ave feen what I have feen : fee what I fee. 

Enter King and Polonius. 

ing. Love ! his afleftioris do not that way tend* 
what he fpake, tho' it lack'd form a little, 

not like madnefs. Something's in his foul, 
■ which his melancholy fits on brood ; 
, I do doubt, the hatch and the difclofe 

be fome danger, which, how to prevent, 
ve in quick determination 
s fet it down. He mall with fpeed to England, 
:he demand of ourneglecled tribute : 
ly, the feas and countries different, 
a variable objects, (hall expel 
i fomething-fettkd matter in hi3 heart ; 

Whereoii 
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Whereon his brains (till beating, puts him thus 
From falhion of himfelf. What think you ©n't ? 

PoL Jt (hall do well. But yet do I believe, 
The origin and commencement of this grief 
Sprung from negle&ed love. How now, Opbtlia ?— 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid, 

We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe ; 

[Exit Ophelia. 
But if you hold it iit, after the play 
Let his Queen-mother all alone in treat him 
To (hew his griefs ; let her be round with him : 
And I'll be plac'd, fo pleafe you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If ihe find him not, 
To England fend him ; or eonfine him, where 
Your wifdom bell mail think. 

Kmg. It mail be fo: 
Madnefs in great ones mud not unwatch'd go. [Exeunu 

Enter Hamlet, and two or three zflbe Players* 

Ham* Speak the fpeech, I pray you ; as I pronounced 
it to you* trippingly on the tongue. But if you mouth 
it, as many of our players do, 1 had as lieve, the town- 
crier had fpoke my lines. And do not faw the air too 
much with your hand thus ; but ufe all gently ; for in 
the very torrent, tempeft, and, as I may fay, whirl-wind 
iof your paffion, you mull acquire and beget a temperance 
that may give it fmoothnefs. Oh, it offends me to the 
foul, to hear arobuftious periwig-pated fellow tear a paf- 
fion to tatters, to very rags, to fplit the ears of the 
groundlings : who (for the, mod part) are capable of 
nothing, but inexplicable dumb {hews, and noife : I 
could have fuch a fellow whipt for o'er-doing Terma- 
gant ; it ovx-kerods Hercd. Tray you, avoid it. 

Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither; but let your own dif- 
cretion be your tutor. Suit the a&ion to the word, the 
word to the a&iojo, with this fpecial obfervance, that 
you o'er-ftep not the modefty of nature ; for any thing 
fo overdone is from the purpofe of playing ; whofe end, 
both at the aril and now, was and is, to hold as 'twere 

Vol. VIII. ' H \te 
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the mirror up to nature ; to {hey/ virtue her own fea- 
ture, fcorn her own image, and the very age and body 
of the time, his form and preflure. Now this over-done, 
or come tardy of, tho' it make the unfkilful laugh, can- 
not but make the judicious grieve : the cenfure of which 
one muft in your allowance o'er-weigh a whole theatre 
of others. Oh, there be players that I have feen play, 
and heard others praife, and that highly, (not to fpeak it 
prophanely) that neither having the accent of chriilian, 
nor the gait of chriilian, pagan, nor man, have fo flrut- 
ted and bellow'd/that I have thought fome of nature's 
journey-men had made men, and not made them well ; 
they imitated humanity fo abominably. 

Ptay. 1 hope, we have refbrm'd that indifferently with 
us. 

Ham. Oh, reform it altogether. And let thofe, that 
play your clowns, fpeak no more than is fet down for 
them : For there be of them that will themfelves laugh, 
to fet on fome quantity of barren fpe&ators to laugh too ; 
though, in the mean time, fome neceffary quefiion of 
the Play be then to be confidered : That's villainous j 
and (hews a moil pitiful ambition in the fool that ufes it* 
Go make you ready. [Exeunt Mayers* 

Ehter Pblonius, Roiincrantz, and Guildenilern. 

How now, my Lord ; will the King hear this piece of 
work ? 

Pel* And the Queen too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte. [ Exit Polonias. 
Will you two help to haften them r 

Both. We will, my Lord. [Exeunt* 

Ham. What, ho, Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio to Hamlet. 

Hor. Here, fweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horrtro, thou art e*en as jnft a man, 
As e'er my converfatien cop'd withal. 

Ho-. Oh my dearLflrd,— -^-*- 

H*m. Nay, do not think, ] flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 

Tfeat 
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That no revenue haft, but thy good fpirits, 
To feed an J doath thee ? ."hou-U the poor be flatter'd ? 
No, lei the candied tongue lick abfurd*pomp, 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Doll thou hear? 
y Since my dear foul was miitrefs of her choice, 
And could of men diftinguifh, her election 
Hath feal'd thee for herlelf. For thou haft been 
As one, in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing : 
A man, that fortunes buiFets and rewards 
Haft ta'en with equal thanks. And bleft are thole, 
Whofe blood and judgment are fo well comingled, „ 
lhat they are not a pipe for fortune's finger, 
To found what ftop (he pleafe. Give me that man, 
That is not paflion's flave, and I will wear him 
Jn my heart's core : -ay, in my heart of heart, 
As 1 do thee.— Something too much of this.——* 
There is a play to-night before the Ring, 
One Scene of it comes near the circumftance, 
Which 1 have told thee, of my father's death. 
1 pr'ythee, when thou feeft that adl a-foot, 
Ev'n with the very comment of thy foul 
Obferve mine uncle : if his occult guilt 
Do not itfelf unkennel in one fpeech, 
It is a damned ghoft that we have feen : 
And my imaginations are as foul (;?) 
As Vulcan's fmithy. (jive him leedfjl note ; . 
For 1 mine eyes wHl rivet to his iace ; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join, 
Jn cenfure of his feeming. ^ 

Hor. Well, my Lord. 
Jf he fteal aught, the whilft this Piay \? playing, 
And 'fcape deteding, I will pay the theft. 

(37) And my imaginations are aifiu!, 

As Vulcan* j ftithy.J I have vcjtfur'd, i^jinfi the »tit!iority of 
all the copies, to fub'liturc jfaj'il>y here. 1 h.»ve viven n.y rtafor.5 )♦» 
the 40 h note on Troilus, 10 whicn, ior brevity's fake, 1 i>r$ Jm»s Uj 
refer the readers. 
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Emter King, Queen^ Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincrantz, 
Guildenftern»-tf»</0/^*r Lords attendant, nvith a guard 
cat tying torches. Danifh March. ScunJ a Jlourijb. 

flam. They're coming to the Play ; I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King . How fares our coufin Hamlet ? 

H m. Excellent, Pfaith, of the camelion's difh : I eat 
the air, promife-cramm'd : you can iiot feed capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer, Hamlet ; thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine.— Now, my Lord ; you play'd 
once i'th* univerfity, you fay ? [7% Polonius. 

Pol. That I did, my Lord, and was accounted a good 
attor. 

Ham. And what did you enaft ? 

Pol. I did enaa Julius C*far t I was kilPd i'th' Ca- 
pitol : Brutus kilPd me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill fo capital a 
calf there. Be the players ready ? 

Fo/. Ay, my Lord, they fray upon your patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet , (it by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attractive. 

Pol. Oh, ho, do you mark that ? 

Ham. Lady, fhall I lie in your lap ? 

[Lying down at Ophelia'/ jfeej m 

Oph. No, my Lord. 

Ham. J mean, my Head upon your lap } 

Oph. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters ? 

Ofh. I think nothing, my Lord. [legs. 

Ham. That's a fair thought, to lie between a maid's 

Oph. What is, my Lord ! 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my Lord. 

Ham. Who, I ? 

Oph. Ah, my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God! your only jig-maker; what mould 
4 man do, but be merry ? For, look you, how chearfully 

my 



HaMl e.t, Prince of Denmark/ 1 7 j 

my mother looks, and my father dy'd within thefe two 
hours. " . 

Of-k. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my Lord. 

Ham. So long ? nay, th^n let die Devil wear black, 
for I'll have a fuit of fables. Oh heav'ns! die two 
months ago, and not forgotten yet ! then there's hope, a 
great man's memory may . out-live his life half a year : 
but, by'rlady, he muft ouild churches then ; or elfe lhall 
he fuffer not thinking on, with the hobby-horfe ; whofc 
epitaph is, For oh % for ob % the hobby-horfe is forgot* 

Hautboys plays* The dumb Jhew enters* 

(38) Enter a Duke and Dutchefs* with regal Coronet f 9 
very lovingly ; the Dutebefs embracing him, and he her. 
She kneels 1 be. takes ber up % and dt dines bis head u c on 
her neck ; he lays him down ufon a bank of fio veers ; fie 
feeing him afleep, leaves him. Anon nines in a fellow* 
takes off bis Crown, kiffes it, and pows poiftn in the 
Duke's ears* and Exit. The Dutcbe/s returns* finds the 
Duke dead, and makes paj/tonate a:lio». The piifvier*, 
with fame two or three mutes* coma in agam r j Renting 
to lament with ber* The dead body is carried away*. 
The fo'ifoner wooes the Dutchefs with gifts ; Jbe feems 
loth and unwilling a while* but in the end accepts his 
love* [Exeunt* 

OpL What means this, my Lord ? 
- Ham. Marry, this is miching Mali c ho ; it means 
mifchief. 

(38) Enter a King tfff/Queen very lovingly i\ Thus have the blun- 
Bering and inadvertent editors all along given us this (tage d re&ion, 
tho* we are exprefsly told by hamlet anon, that the fiery of this in- 
troduced interlude is the rnurther ofGwzago duke of Vienna. The 
fource of this miftake h eaiily to be accounted for, from the ftage's 
d'effing the characters. Regal coronets being at firft order'd by the 
Poet for the duke and dutebefs, the fucceeding players, who did not 
flri&ly obferve the quality of the perfons or circvmjhnces of the ftory,. 
xniftook 'em for a king and queen j and io the eiror was deduced dovi rt 
from thence to the prefent times. Methinks, Mr. Pope might have 
irdulgd bis private finfe in fo obvious a miftake, without any fear of 
zdtfinefs being imputed, to him for the arbitrary conciUox)* 
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Opb. Belike, this mow imports the arguments of the 
play ? ' i 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We {hall know by this fellow : the players 
cannot keep counfel ; they'll tell all. 

Opb. V A ill he tell us, what this (how meant? 

Ham Ay, or any fhow that you'll (hew him. Be not 
you ailianied to (hew, he'll not fhame to tell you what 
it means. 

•'/>'•. You are naught, you are naught, I'll mark the 
play. 

Prol. For us, and for our traged*, 
Here ftonping to your clemency 9 
We beg your bearing patient y. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the poefy of a ring X 
Opb. 'Tis brief, my lord, 
Huffi. As woman's love. 

Enter Duke, and Dutch*/:, Players. 

Duke. Full thirty times hath PkacbuS qarr gone round 
Nipt- fn y s fait wafh, and fei/vs 9 orbed ground; 
And thirty dozen moons with borrowed fheen 
About the world have time twelve thirties been, 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commutual, in moil facred bands. 

Dutch. So many journeys may the fun and rnoQn 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done. 
But woe is me, you are fo fick of late, 
So fcr from cheer and from your former ftate, 
That I diftruft you ; yet though I diilrufr, 
I ifcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing mull : 
for women fear too much, ev'n as they love. 
And womens' fear and love hold quantity ; 
* 1 is either none, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you knew ; 
And as my love is iiz'd, my fear is fo. (x.) 

V* hers 

(39) And as my ,'evt Is fix\f, my J far is ft.] Mr. Poj€ fay*, I ret I 
Jlx'Ji and, ineked, I do fo: becauie, I observe, t < qrgrto of j6o ; 

itadi 
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Where love is great, the fmalieil doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

Duk?. ? Faith, I mult leave thee, love, and ihortly too : % 
My operant powers their functions leave to do, 
And thou fha.lt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind 
For hulband lhaU thou 

Dutch. Oh, confound the reft ! 
Such love muft needs be treafon in my bread : 
Jn fecond hulband let me be accurft ! 
None wed the fecond, but who kill the firft. 

Ham. Wormwood, wormwood I 

Dutch. The inftances, that fecond marriage move, 
Are bafe refpe&s of thrift, but none of love. 
A fe.cond time I kill my hulband dead, 
W hen fecond hulband kifles me in bed. 

Duke. I do believe, you think what now you fpeak ; 
But what we do determine, oft we break > 
furpofe is but the (lave to memory, 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruits unripe, fucks on the tree, 
But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be. 
Moil necefTary "iis, that we forget 
Tq pay ourfelves what to ourfelves is debt : 
What to ourfelves in paflion we propofe, 
The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe ; 
The violence of either grief or joy, 
Their own enactors with themfelves deflroy. 
Where joy moil revels, grief doth moft lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on (lender accident. 
This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not flrange, . 
That ev'n our kwes fhould with our fortunes change. 

reads cisV; that of »6ll cix/l ; the folio in i6$z t Jiz j and that in 
lfa$,Jik t (i : and becaufe, befides the whole tenour of the context 
demands this reading. For the lady evidently is talking here of the 
•uantity and proportion of her love and fear, not of their continuance, 
-duration, or lability. CUtpatra expreflbs herfelf much in the lame 
jnajuier, with regard to her grief for the lois of Antony, 

■■ our Jitu of fonow, 

J?ropirtiu*d 10 our caufe, muft be as great 
At that which, tyajte* ir. . 

U ^ Fox 
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For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 

Whether love leads fortune, or elfe fortune love, * 

The great man down, you mark, his fav'rite flies $ 

The poor advanc'd, makes friends of enemies. 

And hitherto doth love en fortune tend, 

For who not needs, mall never lack a friend ^ 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Direclly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fates do fo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own* 

Think ftill, thou wilt no fecond hufband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Dutch. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light ! 
Sport and repofe lock from me, day and night ! 
To defperation turn my truft and hope ! 
An anchor's cheer in prifon be my fcope ! 
Each oppofite, that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy ! 
Both here, and. hence, purfue me lafting ftrife ! 
If, once a widow, ever I be wife. 

Ham. Jf fhe mould break it now — 

Duke. >Tis deeply fworn ; fweet, leave me here a while; 
My fpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious, day with fleep. [She{s. 

Dutch. Sleep rock thy brain, 
And never come raifchance between us twain ! [Exit. 

Han* Madam, how like you this play ? 

^ueen. r \ he lady protefts too much, methinks. 

Ham. Oh, but fhe'll keep her word. -' 

King. Have you heard the argument, is there no 
Offence in't ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poifon in jeft, no 
offence i'th' world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Mam. The hUufe^Trap ;■ Marry, how ? tropi- 

cally. This play is the image of a murder done in 
Vienna % Gonxa^o is the Duke's name, "his wife's Bap- 
ii/ia; you ill all fee anon, 'tis a knavifh piece of work; 

but 
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but what o'that ? your Majefty, and we that have free: 
fouls, it touches us not ; let the gatt'd jade winch* oujr 
withers are unrung. 

Enter LuctanBs. 

This is one Lu dart us, nephew to the Duke. 
Opb. You are as good as a chorus, my Lord*. 
Ham. I could interpret between you and your love, If 
I could fee the puppets dallying. 
Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Ham. It would cod you a groaning to take off my 
edge. 

Oph.. Still better and worfe. (40)^ 
Ham. So you miftake your huibands. 
Begin, murderer. — Leave thy damnable faces* and begin.. 
Come, the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit,. and time 
agreeing : 
Confederate feafon, and no creature feeing : 
*^*iiou mixture rank, of mid-night weeds collected, 
^^ith Hecate's ban thrice blafted', thrice infecied, (41} 

(40) Still worie and' worfe. 

iiam. So you muft take your bu/Fandt.J Surely, this it the moft 
Uncomfortable lefibn, that ever was preach M to the poor ladies : and 
* can't help wiffiing, for our own fakes too,, it mayn't be true. 'Ti*- 
*Oo foul a blot upon our reputations, that every huiband that ik 
^Oman takes mult be worfe than her former. The Poet, I am pretty 
certain, intended no fuch fcandal upon the fex. Bin what a precious 
* viator of copies is Mr. Pope t All the old quarto 's UNlfoliSt read; 
Ophel. Still better and noorfe. 
Ham. So you miftake bujbandt. 
Hamlet is talking to her in fochi grofs- doulfle entendres; that flic at 
fore'd to parry, them by indirect anftoers : and.ttmarks, that tho" hit 
wit be fmartzr> yet his meaning is 1 more blunt. This, I think, >» 
Ae fenfe of her Stiff better and *»orfe t This puts Hamlet i*. 
mind of the words in the church fervice of matrimony, and he re- 
plies, fo you miftake bujbandt^ i.e. So you. take hi.ftnnds, and find 
yourfel ves mifiaken in them. 

(43) Wltb HecateYbane tbrice blaftid,] Hee, again, lVfr. Pope 2^ 
proves himfelf a worthy collator : for the old oruano s*ndfoli4*& con- 
ew in reading, as I have reform'd the test^ ; 

HTuk Hecate'* bann tbr ice bhftt d — 
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Thy natural magick, and dire property, 
On wholfome life ufurp immediately. 

[Pom the poi/on into bis ear? m 

Ha** He poifons him i'th* garden for's eftate ; his 
name's Gonza^o ; the ftory is extant, and writ in choice 
ita'ian. You mall fee anon how the murderer gets the 
love of Gwzafic's wife. 

O A. The King rifes. 

Bam. What, frighted with falfe fire ! 

9u€ep+ How fares my Lord ? 

/V. Give o'er tfie Play. 

King. Give me fome light. Away ! 

AIL Lights, lights, lights ! [Exeunt. 

hlanent Hamlet and Horatio. 

ham Why, let the ftrucken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For fome imift watch, whilil fome muft ileep; 

So runs the world away. 
Would not this, Sir, and a foreft of Feathers, (if the 
reil of my fortunes turn Turk with me) (4.2) with two 

provincial 

1. e. With her curfe, execration. So. in Titmn ; 

Take thou that too, with multiplying lanrts. 
7. Henry VI. 

Ay, ev'iy joint fliould feem to curfe and bann. 
And again j 

You had me bann 9 and will you bid me leave ? Jb'ui, 

&c. £?<: &c. . . ' 

Befide-, w^rds of execration have been always pra&is'd in magical 
operatiens. So Horace, »o give a fingle inftancr, 

Canidia, pane voeibos tandem facris. 
Upon which words Ptrpbyrhn has given us this fliort comment* 
Dm/ gus tunc- de facris, quilk ficrum refigicfum & txtQxabMtJtgnifiiat. 
Hermanns Figu'bs thus explains it j Vu.bu* facris.] Malis 
untibu>, 6f verlii ma^icis. And Badius Ajcentius, ftiil nearer to GUI 
purpofe ; Sact is] id r/K diris & imprecat iambus in n.e offline* 

(42) IVitb tvuo iTj-oii-xial rofes en my rayed (bets, 
(>\t me a ftlkii [hip in a city rfp/ayers, Sir?] I once fufpe&ed, that 
"we ou^ht to read, laifed fho*s. By zfirefl *f featkert, he certainly 
alludes to the pluwes worn by the fta^e-herces j as, by rj'tfed fljx;es, 
he. would to their l»fl:/:s; the cothurni, as. they were call\i by the 
R.fTjf.s, which were as much h'gher in the heel than other common 

/hoes, 



provincial rofes on ngfjayed flipes,, g£t me . a. fellow- 
ibi§> in a- cry of Players, Sir r 
dor. Half a ihare. 
/rW. A whole oae,. L 
**- For thou doft know, oh Da/ma deaiy 

"• This realm difotantied was 
**• Of Jo ve himfelf, and now reigns here> 
44 A very, very ,— (43) Paddock. 

Wot* 

ftoes, as the chiopfnnet w«sn by the Venetians are. It was the known 
ciiftons of the tragedians of old,, that they might the nearer refcro- 
ble the heroes they perfonated, to make therafe Ives as tall in ftature, 
and by an artificial help to found, to fpeak as big as* they poflibly 
could. To both thefe Horace has alluded j 

■ m agnum^ne Ufu'i, niiijne cotbarfio* 
And Lucian, defcribing a tragedian,, calls him av^awcc lfj££r!u<; 
uj,ifr*Js fi*9xA*pQh iftlhvi casritd upon bigb jboei J and thefe were 
vatfdto foch a degree, that the {*• me author calls one, who had pulPd 
them off, xafeCaV a'jro T<xrifxCd^m t .dffcending from his- bujftinz*. But* 
perhaps, rayed foots may have been our Author's expyeffion j i.e. 
Jlriped, fp angled, enrichM- with fome Alining ornaments :• braftoui- 
- caUei, fhues variegated with rayu of gold* BracJta, a ray of gold, or 
arty other metal . Littletwj. A ray of gold,/i*«7/* d\r. Co t - 
•a a ve.— fn a city of payers. J Thus Mr. /*©/>*, with ibme of the- 
woiier editions : but we mufti read, cry., with the better copies j i. <>. 
ia the wu *ndfujpage of a company di" players. 
Troilus and Grejfida* 

The fry. went once for thee* 
Corio/arius. 

You caramon rrp of. curs, cj£iv 
And, again j 

Menen. Yob. have made yen good work,. 
You and youn cry* IK& 

» Hem? IV. 

For all the country in a general iwrr 
Cry V bate apon him. 
{43} AweryLiKrp peacock. J The old dopies have it pokotk, paio*& r 
and pajtxke. I. {ubfttuted paddock, arneareft to the traces of the cor- 
rupted reading. I have, as Mr. Pc$* fays,, been willing to-fubftitute- 
any thing. in the place of his peacock. He thinks a fable alluded to, 
©f the- birds chufing a king; raftead of the eagle, a peacock. I fup~ 
pole,, he muft mean the fable of Barlandut, in which it is £ud, th*y 
birds, being weary of thfir ftateof anarohy^mov'd for the fetting up 
*f a king : an&the/*iico«fe was elecled 0*1 account of his gay tea hers*. 
But, with fob Jttiflion, ia this paflige of our SSakefpeare, there is n;>t 
the leaft mention, made of the eagle in antttiieJis £0 the *tjr^i' : and\ 
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Hor. Yda might have rhym'fl. 

Ham. Oh, good Horatio, Pll take the Ghoft's word 
for a thoufand pounds. Didft perceive ? 
- Hor. Very well, . my Lord, 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poifoning ? 

Hor. I did very well note him. 

Enter Rofincrantz and Guildenflern. 

Ham. Oh, ha! come, fomemufick: Come, the re- 
For if the King like not the comedy ; [corders* 

Why, then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 
Come, fome mufick. 

GuiL Good my Lord, vouchfefe me a word with you*. 

Ham. Sir, a whole hiitory. 

■GuiL The King, Sir 

Ham. Ay, Sir, what of him ? 

GuiL Is, in his retirement, marvellous diftemper'd— 

Ham. Witi. drink, Sir ? 

GuiL No, my Lord, with choler* 

it raw ft be by a very uncommon figure, that Jove himferf ftands in, 
the place of his bird. 1 think, Hamlet is letting hi* father's and 
ancle's characters ia contraft to each other: and means to fay r that 
by his father's death the ftate was ftripp'd ef a godlike monarch, and 
that now in his ftead reign'd the moft defpicable poik nous animal 
that could be : a meer paddock , or toad. IPftD, bufo, rubeta major \ 
a toad. Belgis, JpaoB*.. Vid.. Somnerum, Minihew, &c» Our 
Author was very well acquainted with the, word, and has ufed it more 
than once* 

Macbeth. \ 

\fllVitch. —I come, Grimalkin*. 
'" id Witch. Paddock calls. 
The witches are fuppos'd to hear their fpiritt call to them it* the 
/creaming of a cat t and the croaking of a toad. But what makes it the 
ffjore probable that this term mould be ufed here, Hamlet % again, af- 
terwards fpeaking of hi* uncle to the queen, among other contemp- 
tuous additions, gives him this very appellation. 

■Twere good, yon let htm know t 
For who that's but a Queen,, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from a paddock/lrom a bat, a gibbe x 
Such dear concernings hide ? 
I had formerly proposed other conjectures ; but, I think, I raty 
venture to (land by this. Subjudice lis eft. If it has. reafon and pro- 
bability on its fide, Mr. Pipe's legendary peacock uuift e'ea be content 
to wait for another <UBmn+ 

Ham* 
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Ham. Your wifdom fhould ihew itfelf more rich, to 
fignify this to his Dofior : for, for me to pat him to 
his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into more 
choler. 

Gi/. Good my Lord, put your difcourfe into fbme 
frame, and flart not fo wildly from my aflair. 

Ham. I am tame, Sir ; — pronounce. 

Gji. The Queen your mother, in moft great affii&oa 
of fpirit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

GttiL Nay, good my Lord, this Courtefy is not of 
the right Breed, if it ihall pleaie you to make me a 
wholefome anfwer, I will do your mother's command- 
ment ; if not, yojur pardon, and my return ihall be* the 
end of my bufinefs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil. What, my Lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholefome anfwer: my wit's dif- 
eas'd. But, Sir, fuch anfwer as I can make, you ihall 
command; or, rather, as-vou fay, niy mother 

therefore no- more but to tne matter my mother, 

you fay »• 

Rof. Then thus ihe fays ; your behaviour hath itruck 
her into amazement,, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderful fon* that can fo aftonifh a mo* 
ther \ But is there no fennel at the heels of this mother's 
admiration ? 

Rof.. She deftres. to {peak with yon in her clofet, ere 
you go to bed. 

Ham. We ihall obey, were ihe ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us ? 

Rof. My Lord, you once did love me*. 

Ham. So I do (till, by thefe pickers and ftealers. 

Rof. Good my Lord, what is your caufeof diftemper ? 
you 4o, lurely, bar the door of you* own liberty, if 
you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement* 

Rof How can that be, when you have the voice of 
Ihe iing himfelrV &* your fuccd&on ia Denmark ? 

Ham* 
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lb** Afr h# v>bik the graft gr$*m>~$Li proverb fs 

* Enter me, with * Recorder. 

Oh, tiw RaowdiW ; -lei «b* fee *me. Tp 'withdraw witk 

you wby do you go about to recover the wind of 

me, as if you would driv^ me into a toile ? 

GmL Ok my Lerd, if* wy duty be too bold, my love 
is too unmannerly. 

//*». I do not well understand that. Will you play 
*pon tUs aigf ? 

<?* i7. My tord, I cannot* 

Ham. \ pray yon. 

G*'7. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham, I do befeech you. 

Gui/j I know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Horn. 'Tis as eafy as lyifi^; govern thefe yentige* 
*rith your fcigers aod thumb, give it breath with your 
mouth, and it wiH difcourfe mod eloquenj: m-ufick. 
Look you, thefe are the ftops. 

GuiL But thefe cannot 1 command to* any utterance 
of harmony ; I have not the (kill. 

Ham* Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing, 
you make of me ; you would play upon me, you would, 
feem to know my (bops ; you- would pluck out the heart 
of my myftery : >ou would found me from my lowed 
"note, to'the top of my compafs ; and there is much mu- 
itck, excellent voice, in this little organ, yet cannot you, 
make it fpeak. Why, do you think, that I am ealier 
to be play'd on than a pipe ? call me what inilrument 
you will* tkough you. can fret me,, you canoot play 
upon me. — God blefs you, Sir. 

Enter Poionius. 

JV< My Lordy the Queen would (peak wkih yon, and: 
prefently. 

H m* Do you fee yonder cloudy that's almofl i» mape 
«fa Camel? 

I>oi+ By the mafty and it'* like x Carney indeed. . 

7 Uam+ 
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Ham. Mcthinks, it Is like an Ovstfe. (^4} 

PoL It is black like an Ouzle. 

Hurr. Or, X\\&*Wbak? 

PoL Very like a Wbalf. • ' 

ffa*?. Then will I come to my wotW hf tnrf by— i 

they fool me to the top of my bent. 1 willcome-by 

and by. 

Pol. I will fay fo. , 

Ham. By and by is eafxly faid. Leave me, friends. 

[Exevaf 9 
'Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When church-yards yawn, and hell itfelf breathes out 
Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft, now to my mother—-** 

heart, lofe not thy nature ; let not ever 
The Soul of Nero enter this firm bofom ; 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural ; 

1 will fpeak daggers to her, but ufe none, 

(44) Mcthinks t it it like an ouzle. 

Pol. It is black like an ouxle.] The old quarto and folio give us 
this paflagc thus j 

Me: births, it is like a weezel. 
Pol. It is black like a weezel. 
But a tueezel, as Mr. Pope has obfervM, is not black. Some other 
editions read the laft line thus j 

Pol. It is back'd like a weezel. 
This only avoids the abfurdity of giving a fahe colour to the weezel > 
but ouicle is certainly the true reading, and a word whick our Author 
fcus ufed in other places; 

The oufel-cock, fo black of hue, 

With orange- tawny bill, c2JV. Mi dfummer- Night* s Dream* 
Sbal. And how doth my c ufin, your bedfellow ? and your fan eft 
daughter, and mine, my god -daughter Ellen t 

Sil. Alas, a black ouxel, coufin Shallow, 2 Henry IV, 

But there is a propriety in the word being ufed in the paCage before 
us, which determines it to be the true reading j the reafon of which, 
I prelume. did not occur to Mr. Pope. *Tis obvious, that /&»/</,. 
under the umbrage of fupposM madnefs, is playing on Polontus 5 and 
a par icular compliance is fliewn in the < Id man,. (who thinks Hatnlgt 
really mad, and, perhaps, "is afraid of him) to confefs, that the fame 
cloud is like a bead, a bhd, and a fiih : <v\z,. a. camel, an cj/xf/^and a 
Tutak, Nor is there a little humour in the difproportioA of the 
t^rte things, which the cloud is fuppos^d to sefemok* 
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My tongue and foul in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words focver (he be fhent, 

To give them feals never my foul confent t [Exit* 

ExtirKing, Rofincrante, and Guildenftern. 

King. I like him not, nor (lands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefs range. Therefore, prepare you 5 
I your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch* 
And he to England (hall along with you. 
The terms of our eilate may not endure (45 J* 
Hazard fo near us, as doth hourly grow. 
Out of his Lunes. 

Guild. We will provide ourfelves ;: 
Moft holy and religious fear it is, 
To keep thofe many, many, bodies fafe r 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Ro/l The fingle and peculiar life is bound, 
With all theflrength and armour of the mind^ 
To keep itfelffrom noyance ; but much more, 
That fpirit, on whofe weal depend* and refts 
The lives of many. The ceaie of Majefty 
Dies not alone, but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it with it. It's a maffy wheel 

(45} ^* termS °f our *P ate ma 3i not tndur* 
Hazara\fo near us 9 as doth hourly grow 
Gut of bis lunacies, 
©uil. We will provide our/elves. 

The old quarto's read, Out of bis brows. Tim was from ll#e 

ignorance of the fir ft editors j as is this unnecrfiary Alexandrine^ 
^hich we owe to the players. The Poet, ! am perfoaded, wrote, 
as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. 
u e. hi* madnefs, frenzy. So our Poet, before, in his Winter 9 sTafe,. 
Thefe dangerous, isnhfelunes iW King V beflirew 'em, 
He imift be toW of it, &c. 
The reader, if he pleafes, may turn to my tenth remark on that 
flay* Perhaps-, too, in the- Merry Wives of 'Wind/or, where all the. 
editions read 5 ^ ' 

Why, woman, your huiband U in his old Una again. 
We ought to correct ; 

in his old tunes again*. 
|^e, in. hiiioi^fits «f ma4acft >s fiwa^. 



Hamlet, Prince *f Denmark. i$$ 

Fixt on the fumroit of the higheft mount, 
To whofe huge fpokes ten thousand lefler things 
£«/* | Are mortiz'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls, 
Each fmall annexment, petty confequence, 
Attends the boinVrous ruin. Ne'er alone 
Did the King figh ; but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this lpcedy voyage J 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Both. We will haite us. [Exeunt Gentlemen, 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. My Lord, he's going to his mother's clofet ; 
Behind the arras I'll convey myfelf 
To hear the procefs. I'll warrant, (he'll tax him home. 
And, as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
9 Tis meet, that fome more audience than a mother 
(Since nature makes them partial,) fhould o'er-hear 
The fpeach, of vantage. Fare you well, my Liege ; 
I'll call upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. [Exit. 

K ; ng. Thanks, dear my Lord. 
Oh ! my offence is rank, it fmells to heav'n, 
It hath the primal, eideft, curfe upon't; (46) 
Thjt of a. brother's murder. Pray I cannot, 
Though inclination be as fharp as will; (47) 

My 

r^ (46) It bath the primal, eldeft curfe uforft ; 

A brother* s murtber.—Pray I cannot,] The laft verfe, *ris evident, 
halts in the meafure 5 and, if I don't miftake, is a little lame in the 
fenfe too. "Was a brother's riiurther the eldeft curfe f Surely, it was 
rather, the crime, that was the caufe of this el deft cutfe. We have no 
afliftance, however, either to the fenfe or numbers from any of the 
copies.. All the editions concur in the deficiency of 2 foot : but if we 
can both cure the meafure, and help the meaning, without a preju- 
dice to the Author, I think, the concurrence of the printed copies 
fhould not be fufficient to forbid a conjecture. I have veotur'd at 
two fupplemental fyllables, as innocent in themfehres as ncceiTary to 
the purpofes for which they ate introduced : 
That of a brtfber*s murther % . ■ ■■ 
(4.-0 Tbo' inclination be.] This line has lain under the fufpic ion ©f 
rr.any nice obfervers j and an ingenious gentleman flatted, at a heat, 
this very probable emendation ; 
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My flronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent : 

And, like a man to double buunei's bound, 

I ftand in pauie where ( ft>all firft begin. 

And both negleft. What if this curled hand 

Were thicker than itfelf with brother's blood I 

Is there not rain enough in the fweet, heav'ns 

To waih it white as fnow ? wheretp ferves Mercy, 

feut to confront the viiage of offence ? 

And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, 

To be, fbre-ftalkd ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down ? then I'll look up ; 

My fault is pall. Bat oh, what form of prayer 

Can ferve my turn I Forgive me my fowl murder lw 
That cannot be, fince i am ftill pofle# 
£)f thofc effcdls for wfeieh I did the murdejr* 
My, Crown, mine cava Ambition, and my Q^eer*, 
May one bfr pardon'd, a&d retain th' oifence I 
Jn the corrupted current* ©f. this world, 
Offence's, gilded hand may (hove by juftic^i 
And oft 'tis feen, t the wiaJsed prisra itfelf 
Buys out the law; but 'tis.*©* fo above s 
. * 
The? indinavm fafitjbttf <w ^w|ll i: Tb«: variation fr«oa the tr*ce» 
of the lettf r ia vety miaute, a *, with an abaft raphe before it, only 
being added j which might very eafily have flipt out, under the prin- 
ter's hands : to that the change will not be difputed, fupfofing there 
be a neceflity fot k : Whteh, feewever, i« fobmiittd to judgment. 
Tie certain, the line, as it (lands in all the editions, has fo ftrongly the 
air of a flat tautology, tji& it mayde&rve a (hort comment ; and to 
have the diffcrenca bejtwjxt ijicKnat\oii aod will afcertajn'd. The 
word ijticlfoajio*, yi its ufe- wWa us, (as any friend Mr. Warburton fe- 
&n?i it to m%) is taken ifl thoie three acceptations. Firft, In its ex- 
a& philofophiqal fei>Je, it flgni/ies, /£* dewing or inclining the will to 
dttetw'we Vfilf one. certain wm ; according to this fignification, the 
\xne U aoAJfewrc * and is the lame as to affirm, that the part is as big 
At the Vihbk* Jn the next place, sfidinauon figniftes the*tu7/j and 
then it U the rooft abfuid tautology. But, Uftly, it fignifies a dif- 
tofitie* to tjo a thing* ahead} fatfrrnind of with complacency and plea- 
J(ir*< And if thif is* as it /eeros tp be, the fcnfe of the word here j, 
then the fentiment will Ipvery clear and proper, • For will, fi unify- 
ing barely the determination of the tn'wd to do a thing, the fenfe will 
fee, thif » << libo' -the fJetfur* I take in this a£l, be as ftrong as the 
'<* dcttminttm «f roy »/W to pejfor/n lt\ yj:t my (tronger guilt de- 
«* feats my ftroiig latent, fife/' 

There, 
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There, is no IhufHing ; there, the a&ion lids 

In his true nature, and we oarfelves compell'd, 

Ev*n to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give jn evidence. What then ? what refts ? 

Try, what repentance can : What can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repeat ? 

Qh wretched (late ! oh bofom, black as death ! 

Oh limed foul, that, ftruggling to be free, 

Art more engae'd ! help, angels ! make aflay ! 

Bow, ftubborn knees ; and, heart, with firings of ftcel, 

Be foft as fi news of the new-born babe ! 

All may be well. \Tbe King retires and kneels* 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying, 
And now I'll dcr*t— and fo he goes to heav'n. 
And fo am I reveng'd ? that would be fcann'd ; 
A villain kills my father, and for that 
I, his fole fon, do this fame villain: fend , 

To beaVn— O, this is hire and" falary, not revenge. 
He took my father grofly, full of bread, 
With all his crimes broad blown, as fioih as May ; 
And how his audit ftands, who knows, fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 
'1 is heavy with him. Am I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his foul, 
when he is fit and feafon'd for his paflage ? 
Up, fword, and know thou a more horrid bent ; (48) 
When he is drunk, afleep, or in his rage, 

Or 

(48) Up, J%ttrd, ttid knm» thm 4 mm, bimd time.] Thltit t fo* 
phiflkated reading, warranted by none of the copies of any autho- 
rity. Mr. Pope fays, I read conje&urally } 

a more horrid bent. 
I do fo ; and why ? the two ©Weft fttarift, «9 well 1 a* the tw* elder 
folio* s t i ead ; ■ ■ a more horrid hent. But as there is no fuch Englijb 
/ubftaqt.vc, it feem» very natural to com lade, that, wkh the ehang* 
oYa fing'e letter, our Attdw's genuine word ir»s, btnt, i. t* drifa 
fefpe, in filiation, purpofe, &c. I have proved his frequent life <rf 
ehts>wore>, in my Shakesvkarb Re/hr'd; fo Aall fpare the fro** 
ble of m.jking the quotations over again here* 1 took notice 4h«r% 

that 
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Or in th' inceftuous pleafure of his bed j 

At gaming, fwearing, or about fome a& 

That has no reliih of falvation in't ; 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heav'n ; 

And that his foul may be as damn'd and black 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother ftays*; 

This phyfick but prolongs thy fickly days. [Exit. \ 

The King rifes, and comes forward. 

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below ; 
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. \Exi** 

SCENE changes to the ghieen's Apartment, 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

Pel. T "I E wilicome ftraight ; look, you lay home to him ^ 
J. X Tell him, his pranks have been too broad t^- 
bear with ; 
And that your Grace hath fcreen'd, and flood between 
Much heat and him. I'll filence me e'en here ; 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Ham. [within.] Mother, Mother, Mottoes..— ■ 
Queen, I'll warrant you, fear me not.. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius hides himfelfhthini the Arrau 

Enter Hamlet* 

Ham. Now,< mother, what's the matter? 
"* Queen. Hamlet ', thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 

Queen. Come, come, you anfwer with ah idle tongue* 

Ham. Go, go, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet? 
« Ham. What's the matter now ? 

that throwing my eye caftwlly over the fourth folio edition, printed 
fr *6$5t I fopnd my correction there anticipated. I think myfelf 
obliged to repeat thit conCeflion, that I may net be accufed of pla- 
gjarifm, for an mendeUon which I had ma<je before ever I faw a fingle 
©age of that bpok, k .-, 

£>ueetu t 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, 1 8<j 

$>u$t** Have you forgot me ? 
Hum, No, by the rood, not fo; 
You are the Queen, your hufband's brother's wife, 
But, 'would you were not fo ! — You are my mother. 

Quetn. Nay, then I'll fet thofe to you that can fpeak. , 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you down ; you mail nbt 
You go not* 'till I fet you up a glafa [budge : 

Where you may fee the inmoft part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do r thou wilt not murder me ? 
Help, ho. 

/V. What ho, help, {Behind the Arras. 

Ham* How now, a rat ? dead for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet kills Poionius. 

Pol. Oh, I am (lain. 

Queen. Oh me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : is it the King ? 

Queen* Oh, what a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. A bloody deed ; almoft as bad, good mother* 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a King f 

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word. 
.Thou wretched, rafh, intruding fool, farewel, 

(T* Poionius. 
I took thee for thy betters ; take thy fortune ; 
Thou find'ft, to be too bufy, is fome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands ; peace, fit you down, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I fhall, 
If it be made of penetrable fluff: 
If damned cuftom have not braz'd it fb, 
That it is proof and bulwark againft fenfe. [tongue 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'ft wag thy 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an acl, 
That blurs the grace and blufh of modefty ; 
Calls virtue hypocrite ; takes off the rofe 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And fets a bliiler there ; makes marriage- vows 
As falfe as dicers' oaths. Oh, fuch a aN:ed, 
As from the body of Contraction plucks 
The very foul, and fweet Religion makes 
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A rhapfody of words. HeavVs face doth glow ; 
Yea, this folidity and compound mafs, 
With triftfol vifage, as againft the doom. 
Is thought-iick at the ad. 

Queen. Ay me ! what ad, 
1 tat roars (o loud, and thunders in the index ? 
. Ham. Look here upon this pi&ure, and on this, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers : 
See, what a grace was feated on this brow ; 
Hyperion* % curls ; the front of Jove himfelf ; 
An eye, like Mars, to threaten or command ; 
A ftation, like the herald Mercury (49) 
New-lighted on a heave n-kiffing' hill ; 
A combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every God did feem to fet his feal, 
To give the world aflurance of a man. 
This was your huiband,— Look you now, what follows ; 
Here is your hufband, like a mildew'd ear, 
Blading his whokfome brother. Have yon eyes ? 

(49) A ftation, tike the herald Mercury.] The Poet employs this 
woid in a fenfe different from what it it generally us*d to fignify : for 
It means here an -attitude, a fiemt fofture, fixe demeanour of perfon, 
in Oppofition to an a&'we behaviour. So, our Poet, before, deicrib* 
ing d&avia 5 

Cleo. What majefty is in her gate ? Remember, 

If e'er thou leok'd'ft on Majefty ? 
tsi^f. She creeps : 

Her ntutkn and her flatten ore as one. Anto. and CUof. 

And I ought to obferve, (which kerns no bad proof of our Author's 
learning and knowledge) that among the L* tines, the vordjlatie, in 
its firft and natural fignificarion", imply % dflantis atlio : \. e. a pofture, 
or attitude. This Momf. Fft x s K6 y, in his Art of Painting) has chofe 
to expreft by fvj&vr* t 

Quarendafque inter pofitutat, iuminis^ utoorw, 
Atque futurorum ja*m prof/entire coiorum 
Par er[t barmmiam * > ■ 
Which our DA y den has thus tranflated j " 'Tis the bivfinefs of" a 
" painter, in his choree of attitudes, to forefee the effect and har- 
«< mony of the lights and ftadowt, wfth the colours which are to 
" enter into the whole." And again, pfterwardsj 
Mvtorvmque filens Pofitura imiiobitur attus. 
Which I think may be thus render'd ; 
Still let the pent attitude betray 
What iht imtte figure ihould in gtflure fay t 

Could 
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Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor r ka ! have ycra eyes ? 

You cannot call it Love ; ibr, at yawr age, 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment; and what judgment 

Would ftep from this to this ? Sen/*, Aire, you have, (50) 

Elfe coaid you not have motion : but, fur*, that fenfe 

Is apoplex'd : for madnefs would not err ; 

Nor fenfe to ecftacy was ne'er fo thrall'd, 

But it refervM fome quantity of choice 

To ferve in fuch a diFrence.— What devil was*t* 

That thus had ceeen'd you at hoodman blind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, {melling/aw all, 

Or but a fickly fart of one true fenfe 

Could not fo maspt. " * >■■ 

O fhame 1 where is thy blufti ? rt*b*Uk>»s hell, 

if thou canit mutiny in a matron's bofce*, 

To homing youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no fliame, (5 1) 

When the compaHi^e ardour gives the charge j 

Since froft irieif as actively doth bum, 

And Reafon panders Will. 

Sgmth 

(50) ■ ■ Senfe, Jure, you have, &cj Mr. Pope has left out the 
quantity of about tight verfes here, which I hate taken cafe to Ye- 
I place. They are not, indeed, to be found in the two elder folio' i t 
bttt tbey carry the ftiie, e*preffion, and taft of thought, peculiar to 
•or Author 5 and that they were not an interpolation rVotn another 
hand needs no better proof, than that they are in all the oldeft 
pdrtfu The firft niotivet>F their :i tetag1ef toot, I arn perfwaded, 
Was to Atottth Bamiet'% fbeech, and cbnfult Wit eaft of the aclor j 
and thereaton, Why they ftndtio platfe rn the ' fit'fo iVn^ffions, is, 
that they Wert>rinted «rYotti the fiaybbufk talfirated copies. But, 
furely* this can be no' authority for a InbdeYJ) 'editor to confpire in. 
mutilating life wuthor: fuch bfhijjhm^ father, rrraft betray a want o£ 
di&gttrce, in !*/&/% ; dr * Want tifjj/hct, in the Voluntary fifing. 
^31) = — Prottcrhn fiofiAhc, 

Whtn 4be ampul/he utdttut £fc> es the tbtf\e 3 

SiHee froft it Jeff *i uWii>#yiloe\ buH, 

Ahd 'retjbn pardons to///. J 'This ft, tntleetf, the teadmg of 
fcfcie of the efler repies ; atidMr. PvpeltoA a'ftrange fatality, When- 
trer there is + various reading, of eJp«ufitt£fht tffrog otit. The 

Vital* 
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Qveen. O Hamlet, fpeak no more. 
Thou turn'ft mine eyes into my very foul, 
And there I fee fuch black and grained fpots, 
As will not leave their tind. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
Jn the rank fweat of an inceftuous bed, 
Stevv'd in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty &y ; 

Queen. Oh, fpeak no more; 
Thefe words like daggers enter in mine ears. 
No more, fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain ! • 



A (lave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A Vice of Kings ;— (52) 
A cutpurie of the Empire and the Rule, 
That from a lhelf the precious Diadem Hole 
And put it in his pocket. 
Qteett. No more. 

Enter Gboft. 

Ham. A King of ftireds and patches- 
Save me ! and hover o'er me with your wings, 

[Starting vf* 
Jfou heav'nly guards ! what would your gracious figure T 

Queen. Alas, he's mad 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy fon to chide, 

tvhole tcnour of the conteit demands the word degraded by that judi- 
cious editor j 

And reafon panders will. _ 
This is tbe reflexion which Hamlet is making, " Let us not call it. 
" fliamt, when heat of blood compells young people to indulge their 
" appetites j fince froft too can barn, and age, at that feafon when 
" judgment fliould predominate, yet feels the (tings of inclination, 
" and fuffers reafon to be the bawd to appetite. 9 * 

($ z A Vice of Kings] This does not mean, a very vicious 

Icing j as, on the other hand, in King Henry V. this Grace ofKttJgt k 
means, this gracious King, this honour to royalty. But here, I take 
it, a per fon, and not a quality, is 'to be undeiftood. By a Vtce^ (as I 
have expla:n*d the word in feveral preceding notes) is meant that 
kttffoon character, which us'd to play the fool in old plays ; fo that 
Hamlet is here defignM to call his uncle, a ridiculous ape of majcflyj 
but the snsmickry of a king. \ 

" -*- ' That, 
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That, laps'd in time and paffion, let's go" by 
Th' important atting of your dread command ? 
Ofay! 

, Gboft. Do not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother fits ; 
ftep between her and her fighting fou! : 
Conceit in weakeft bodies flrongeft works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with you, Lady ? 
Queen. Alas, how is't with you ? 
That thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with th* incorporal air do hold difcourfe ? 
Forth at ( your eyes your fpirits wildly peep, 
And, as the deeping ibldiers in th* alarm, 
Your bedded hairs, like life in excrements, (5;) 
Start up, and (land on end. O gentle fon, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 

Sprinkle 

(53) Your bedded ba\rs % like life in excrements, 

Start up and ftand on end.] t took notice, in my Shakxs- 
*iare Rejlord, that this expreflion as much wanted an explanat'on, 
as any the moft antiquated word in our Poet wants a glofs. Mr. 
H u gbx t in his imprelT;on of this play, has left it out : either becaufe 
" e could make nothing of it, or thought it aliuded to an image too 
Mufcous. The Poet's meaning is founded on a pbyfieal determina- 
tion, that the hair and nails are excrementitkus parts of the body (a* 
indeed, they are) without life or fenfation. Macrobius, in his 
Saturnalia, (lib. vii.cap. o.) not only fpeaksof thofe parts ot the hu- 
ftan body which have no fenfation ; but likewife afligns the reafons, 
ttty they can have none. " Off a, dentes, cum ungulbus & capillis, nmia 
fecjatt it a denfata funt, ut ptnetiabilia non Jint effeclui anim^e qui fen- 
ium minijlrat. Therefore the Poet rr.eans to Jay, fear and JurprJ7e 
had fuch an effect upon Hamlet, that his hairs, as if there were life 
Jn tfiofe excrementitious parts, flirted up and flood on end. He has 
Cxpreft'd the fame thought more plainly in Macbeth. 

■ ■ and my fell of hair 

"Would at a difmal treatife rtwz; and fiir f 
J3s life were int. 
That our Poet v as acquainted with this notion in phyfics, of tfrt 
hair being without life, we need n© rtrcngcr warrant, than that he 
frequently mentions it as an excrement. 

, Why is time fuch a niggard of hair, being, as it is, lb plentiful an 
txcremetft? Cotrieaj if Errors. 

».Yoft.VJII. I Htw 
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Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Hot*. On him ! on him ! — look you, how pale he glares I 
His form and caufe conjoin'd, preaching to flones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look on me, 
1 eft with this piteous action you convert 
K"y ftern effe&s ; then what 1 have to do, 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 
Q^een. To whom do you fpeak this I 
ham. Do you fee nothing there ? [ Pointing to the Gb+ 
£>ueerr Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I fee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 
Queen. No, nothing but ourfelves. 
Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it ftcals away t 
My father in his habit as he liv'd ! 
Look, where he goes ev'n now, out at the portal. 

I Exit GbojI. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain> 
1 his bodilefs creation ecftafy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. What ecftafy? 
My pulfe, as yours, doth tern p'rately keep time, 
.And makes as healthful mufick. ' 1 is not madnefs 
That 1 have utter'd ; bring me to the teft, 
And I the matter will re- word ; which madnefs 
Would gambol from. Mother, from love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering un&ion to your foul, 
That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs, fpeaks : 
It will but {kin and film the ulcerous place ; ($4) 

Whilft 

How many cowards, whofe hearts are a ! l as falfe 
As flairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars } 
"Who, inwanl fearch'd, have livers white as milk? 
And thefe a flu me but valour's excrement 
To render them redoubted. Merchant •/'Venice. 

For 1 mult tell thee, it will pleafe his grace (by the world 1) fome- 
timc to lean upon my poor ihoulder, and with his royal finger thus 
J illy with mv excrement , with my muflacbia. Love's Labour Loft m 

&c. &v. - 

(54) It will but Jkin and film the ulcerous place, 
Wbxlft rank corruption, running all ivitbirt, 
Injetlt unjtcn.] So, our Poet eJfewherc fpeakiag of the force 
of power 5 

Because 
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Whilft raifk corruption, mining all within, 

Infects unfeen. Confefs yourfelf to heav'n ; 

Recent what's paft, avoid what is to come ; 

And do not fpreai the compo-l on the weeds 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue ; 

For, in the fatnefs of thefe purfy times, 

Virtue itfelf of vice jnuft pardon beg, 

Yea, courb, and wooe, for leave to do it good. 
Hjveen. Oh Hamlet / thou hafl cleft my heart in twain. 
Ham. O, throw away the worfcr part of it, 

And" live the purer with the other half. 

Good night ; but go not to mine uncle's bed : 

Affume a virtue, if he have it not. 

1 hat monfler cuiloin, who all ienfe doth eat (5 5) 

Beeanfe authority, tho* it err lifcf others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfeif, . 
Thatyfciwi the vice o'th* top. Meaffor Meaf. 

But why, ui the pa(f.ue before us, has Mr. Pcpe given us a reading 
that is warranted by none of the copies, and degraded one, that 
lias ibe countenance of all of them ? 

WbAfl rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unjeen. 
The Poet dsfcribes corruption as having a corrofive quality, eating 
its fecret way, and undermining the parts that are fkin'd over, and 
fcem found to exteriour view. He, in another place, ufes the fimple 
verb for the compound. 

He lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my education. 

As You Like iu 
(55) That monfler Cuflom, who all fenfe doth eaf t 
Of babWs devil, is angel yet in tbis\ 
That to the ufe of at! ions fair and good 
. lie Uiewije gtves a frock, or livery, 
• That aptly is put on.] I his paflage is left out in the two t\)fr 
fjlios: it is certainly corrupt, and the players did the difcreet part ro 
it 1 flu what they did not underfland. Habit's devil certainly arofe 
from fome conceited tamperer with the text, who thought it was necef- 
fary, in cjntraft to angel. Tne e.nenJation of the text I owe to ihc 
fagacity of Dr. Tb'trlby. 

That nionfter Cuflcm, tobo all fenfe dotb eat 
Of h\b\\% evil, ii ange', Stc, 
i.e. Cuitonrij which bv inuring us to ill habits, m kes U3 lofe the 
apprehenfion of tber being really ill, as ealil) villi reconcile us to 
the pr*c1ke of good actio us, 

I 2 ^ 
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Of habits evil, is angel yet in this ; 
That to the ufe of anions fair and gootf 
lie likewife gives a frock, or livery, 
T hat aptly is put on : Refrain ro-night ; 
» .Arid that lhall lend a kind of eafinefs 
To the next abftinence ; the next, more eafy ; 
For ufe can almoft change the ftamp of Nature, 
And mailer e'en the Devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night f 
.And when you are defirous to be bleft, 
I'll Blcffing beg of you. — for this fame Lord, 

[Pointing to Polonius* 
I do repent : but heav'n hath pleas'd it fo, 
To punifli me with this, and this with me, 
That I muft be their fcourge and minifter. 
I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death J gave him ; fo, again, good night ! 
I muft be cruel, only to be kind ; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind. 

Queen. What (hall I do ? 

Ham. Not this by no means, that I bid you *do« 
Let the fond King tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his moufe j 
And let him, for a pair of rcechy kifles, 
Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I effentially am not in madnefs, 
But mad in craft. Twere good, you let him know* 
For who that's but a Queen, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from' a paddock, from a bat, a gibbe, 
Such dear concernmgs hide ? who would do fo ? 
No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrefy, 
Unpeg the bafket on the houfes' top, 
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape, 
To try concliifions, in the baflcet creep ; 
And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of Life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that f 

%metn+ 
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Queen. Alack, I had forgot ; 'tis (6 concluded on. 

Ham. There's letters feal'd, and my two fchool- fellows^ 
(Whom I will trull, as I will adders faeg'd ;) 
'1 hey bear the mandate ; they mull fweep' my way. 

And marfhal me to knavery : let it work. 

For 'tis the fport, to have the engineer 
Hoift with his own petard : and't lhall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon. O, 'tis mo ft fwect, 
When in one line two crafts dire&Iy meet ! 
This man lhall f.t me packing ;—- 
I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room ; 
Mother, good-night. — Indeed, this Counfellor 
Is now moft (till, moil fecret, and mod grave, 
Who was in life a foolim prating knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
£ood-night, mother. 

[Exit Hamlet, tugging in Ftlonius. 



A C T IV. 

SCENE, A Royal Apartment* 

Enter King and Queen, <w:tb Rofincrantz, and 
1 Guildenftera. 

1 King. 

THERE'S matter in thefe fighs; thefe profound 
heaves 
You mqil tranflate ; 'tis fit, we underftand them. 
Where is your fon ? 

Queen. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

. [To Rof and Guild. *who go out. 

Ah, my good Lora, what have I feen to-night ? 
King* What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ? 
Queen. Mad as the feas, and wind, when both contend 
I 1 Whiclx 
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Which is the mightier ; in his lawlefs fit, 
Behind the arras hearing fomething itir, 
He whips his rapier out, and cries, a rat ! 
And, in this brain ifh apprehenfion, kills 
The unfeen good old man. 

Kim>. O heavy deed! 
It had been fa with xte f .had we been there i 
His Jiberty is full of threats to all, 
r J o you yourfelf, to us, to every one. 
Alas ! how fhall this bloody deed be anfwer'd ? 
It will be laid to us, whofe providence 
Should have kept fhort, reftrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad young man. But fo much was our love, 
"We would not underftand what was moft fit ; 
Eut, like the owner of a foul difeafe, 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Ev'n on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. 7 o draw apart the body he hath kilTd, 
O'er whom his very madnefs, like fome ore 
Among a mineral of metals bale, 
Shews itfelf pure. He weeps for what is done. 

King. O Gertrude* come away : 
The fun no fooner mall the mountains touch, 
Eut we will fhip him hence ; and this vile deed 
We muft, , with all our Majefty and Skill, 
Both countenance and excufe. Mo ! Guidenflern ! 

Enter Rofincrantz and Guildenftern. 

Friends both, go join you with fome further aid : 
Haf/Jet in madnefs hath PJofiuj (lain, 
And from his mother's clofet hath he drag'd him. 
Go feek him out, fpeak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. Pray you, hade in this. 

[E>e. Rof. andGx 
Come, C rtrudty we'll call up our wifeft friends, (56) 

A 

{56) -Gertrude, We 11 call up ttur ivifejl friend '-, 

Jtnd kt tbem knew babtvhat tw mean to do, 
jfad -what' % ttittmciy done. 
Whofe *v h if pr* o'er the worlds diameter, 
An level as the <unuon to his blank, 

Tranfa 
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And let them know both what we mean to do, 

And what's untimely done. For, haply, Slander 

(Whofe whifper o'er the world's diamcier, 

As level as the cannon to his blank, 

Tranfports its poifon'd fhot ;) may mifs out Name, 

And hit the woundlefs air. — O, come away ; 

My foul is full of difcord and difmay. [Exsunt* 

Enter Hamlet* 

Ham* Safely flowed. 

Gentlemen nuitbin. Ham'et / Lord Ham'et f 
Him* What noife ? who calk on Hamlet T 
Oh, here they come. 

Tranfports its poifbnM (hot, may mifs oor name, 
And hit the woondleft air. O t tome azoay \\ 

Mr. Pope takea notice, that J replace feme verfes that were imferfeff % 
(and, ibo* of a modern date, Jeem to be genuine) by infer ting two 
words. But to fee, what an accu rite and faithful collator be is ! I 
produced thefe verfes in my $HAKEiriAK| ReftorJ, from z quarto 
edition of Bam'et printed in 1637, and happen'd to fay, that 4 hey 
had not the' authority of any earlier date in print, Uut I knew of, 
than thztpvarto. Upon the flrength of this Mr. lofe comes and 
calls the lines modern, tho* they are in the quarto's of J 605 and 
161 1, which J had not then feen, bat both of which Mr. Pope pre- 
tends to have collated* The verfes carry the very ftannp o( Sbaktf- 
feare upon them. The coin, indeed, has been dipt from cor ftrft 
receiving it; bat it is not fo diminiuVd, but that with a fmall af- 
£ftance ore may hope to make it pals current. *Tis plain, the fenfe, 
as well at one of the veifes, is defective : and a (entente beginning 
with the relative Whose, without any preceding fubftantivt to which 
it can refer, it is as plain that the latter part of the hemiftich fell 
• out in the printing, or was fo blind in the maniifcr pt as not to be 
£uefs*d at, and therefore neceffrrily came to be omitted. We have 
av t, indeed, fo much as the footileps, or traces, of a corrupted read- 
ing to lead to an emendation ; nor any means of re Coring what is 
loft, but conjecture. 1 am far from affirm. ng, therefore, that I have 
Siveji the Poet's very words $ but the fupplement is fuch as the fen* 
timent naturally feems to demand. The Kcet has the fame thought, 
concerning the diffufive pow'rs ofJJander in another of h*s pLys, 
No, *tis Slander j x 

Whofe edge is /harper than the fword, whofe tongue 

Out-venoir.es ail the worms of Nile, whofe breafh 

Rides on the pofting winds, jind dub belli „ 

Jill Corner s-of the world, Cynbelioe, 

J 4 hnur 
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Enter Rofincrante, and Guildenftern. 

Rf. What have you done, my Lord, with the dead 
body? 

Bnm. Compounded it with duft, whereto 'tis kin. 

Rc/\ Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence, 
nAnd bear it to the chapel. 

Hum* Do not believe it. 

Rf. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your counfel, and not mine 
own. Pefides, to be demanded of a fpunge, what re- 
jlication mould be made by the fon of a King ? 

Ro/> Take you me for a fpunge, my Lord? 

Ham. Ay, Sir, that fokes up the King's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities ; but fuch officers do the 
King beft fervice in the end ; he keeps them, like an 
apple, in the corner of his jaw ; firft mouth'd, to be 
laii fwallow'd : when he needs what you have glean'd, 
it is but iqueezing you, and, fpunge, you fhaJl be dry- 
again. 

Rof. I underftand you not, my Lord. 

Hair. I am glad of it ; a knavifh fpeech fleeps in a 
foolifh ear. 

Rof. My Lord, you muft tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

H*m. The body is with the King, but the King is 
rxt with the body. The King is a thing 

6\</V. A thing, my Lord ? 

Htriu Of nothing : bring me to him ; hide fox, and 
all *fter. [£**»«/• 

Enter King. 

King. I've fent to feek him, and to find the body $ 
How dang'rous is it, that this man goes loofe ! 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong law on him ; 
he's lov'd of the diftra&ed multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes : 
And wh*re 'tis fo, th' offender's fcourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence. To bear all fmooth, 
This fudden fending him away muft fcem 

* «. Deliberate 
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Deliberate paufe : difeafes, dcfp'rate grown* 
By defperate appliance are reliev'd, 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofincranta. 

- How now ? what hath befall'n ? 
1 Rcf. Where the dead body is beftowM, my Lord> 

We cannot get from him. 

■ King. But where is he ? [fure. 

R*f* Without, my Lord* guarded to know your plea- 
King* Bring him before us. 
Ro/. Ho, Guldenjlern ! bring ia my LcrcL 

I Enter HamUt, and Guildenftern. 

J King. Now, Hamlet, where's Po'o/uusP 

Hem. At Tapper. 
Kmg. At fupper ? where ? 

Hum. Not where he eats, b^t where lie h eaten ; a 
Certain convocation of politique worms are e'en at him. 
"Vour worm is your only Emperor for diet. We fat all 
Creatures elfe to fat us, and we fat ourfelves for mag- 
gots. Your fat King and your Lean beggar is but vari* 
^*ble fervice, two dimes but to one table ; that's the end. 
King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fiih with the worm that hath eat of 
^l Kng., eat of the fi(h that hath fed of that worm* 
K n^ % What* doth thou mean by this ? 
Ham. Nothing, but to fhew you how a King may go 
* progrefs through the guts of a beggar. 
Ktng* Where is Polomus? 

Ham. In heav'n, fend thither to fee. If your raef- 

4enger find him not there, feek him i'th' other place 

jrourfelf. But, indeed, if you find him not within this 

.jnonth, you fhall nofe him as you go up the flairs intp 

the lobby. 

King. Go feek him there. 
Earn. He will Hay till ye come. 
King. Hamlet 9 this deed, for thine efpecialfafety^ 
{Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
for that which thou hail done) anuft fend thee hgnie 

1 .5 With, 
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With fiery -quicknefs ; therefore prepare thyfelf \ 
1 he bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
1 h' afifociates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For Enilani? 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good* 

Ktn>. So is it, if thou knew'&tmr purpofes. 
■• Ham. I fee a Lherub, that fees them 9 but come, 
England! farewel, 4ear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : father and mother is man 
wife ; man and wife is one £efh, and, fo, my mot 
Come, for En^lanU [£ 

King, follow him at Foot; tempt him with ff 
Delay it not, t'll have him hence to-night. £aboa 
Away, for every thing is feai'd and done 
-1 hat el& leans on th' affair ; pray you, make liafte 

[Exeunt Rof. ana Gu 
And, England ! if my love thou hold'ft at aught, (5 
As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe, 
^ince yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danijb fvvord, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us; thou may'ft not coldly fet 

{57) And, England, if my love thou boWft at aught. 
As my great foiu'r tber-tof may give thee Jenfa 
Since yet tJry cicatrice looks raw And red 
After the Danifh fivorj, and t by free aw€ 
Pays homage to us }] This is the only paflage in the play, 
*hich one might expecl to trace ihe date of the action of it: 
Tm afraid, out Author, according to his ufual licence, plays fefl 
iooie-wkh time. England is here fuppos'd to have been conquer 1 
the Danes, and to be a homager' to that ftate. The chrcnolog 
the Danijb affairs is wholly uncertain, till we come to the rei^ 
Ivarus about the year 870. And 'lis plain from Saxo Grammai 
that the tim©> in which Amletbus liv*d, was Come generations ei 
than the period of Cbrifiianity, And the letters, which the &, 
King's meflengers carr ed x>ver to England, were wooden tai 
Liters* -Ixgoo inTcuJptas {ram id celebrt quondam genus chart anon 1 
Jecum geftantes, guttus. Britan riorum regi tranjmijfi fibi juvenis * 
tnandahatur. Such a fort of vnandate implies, that the Englifilt 
was ei tier linked in the deceit amhjr to the Dane, or in {upjed 
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Oar fovereign procefs, which imports at full. 

By letters congraing to that effect, 

1 he prefent death of Horn 'eu Do it, Englanl: 

For like the hedick in my .blood he rages, 

And thou muft care me ; 'till 1 know 'tis done, 

Howe'er my liaps, my joys will .ne'er begin. \Exiu 

$ C E N E A Camp, on the Frontiers of Denmark, 

Enter Fortinbras, with an Army. 

For* J~* O, Captain, from me, greet the Danijh King, 

VJ" Tell him, that, by iis licence, Tortinbrat 
Claims the conveyance of a promis'd march 
Over his realm* You Jcnow the rendezvous. 
If that his Majefty would aught with us, 
We (hail exprefs our duty in his eye, 
And let him know fo. 

Capt. I will do't, my Lord. 

For. Go foitly on. [Exit Foxtiubras, with tfo Army. « 

Enter Hamlet, Rofincraatz, Gnildenftern, l£c+ % 

Ham, Good Sir, whofe powers are thefe ? 
Capt* They are of Norway, Sir- 
H'anu How purpos'd, Sir, f pray you ? 
Qapu Againlt fome part of PolanJ* 
Ham. Who commands them, Sir? 
Capt. The nephew of old Norway^ Fortinhras. 
Him. Goes it againlt the main of Poland, iir, 
Or for fome frontier } 

Qapt. Truly to fpeak it, and with no addition, 

to him. But what then (hall we 4o> with our own home chronicles ? 
Theyare«xprefs, that the Danes never fet footing on our coaft till the 
Sth century. They infeftcd us for fome time i i a piratical way, the* 
made a defcent and coriquer'd ,part of the cmntrys and, about th* 
year 800, King Egbert is faid to have fubmi ted to a tribute, vdte 
Dame-gelt: a tax of iad. on every hide of laid through the wbok 
jurtioa. &ut our authors differ aboi-t this Dans -gelt : whether it \v»« 
a t*x paid,Xo dbtain good terms of -the Dan\\ or levied by .our 
Kings towards the charge of jdefeoxes* to rej«] the iavafions of the 
JMbcu 

1 6 We 
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We go to gain a little patch of ground, 

That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats Eve, I would not farm it; 

Nor will it yield to AV*c*y, or the Pole, 

A ranker rate, mould it be fold in fee. 

li.m. Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 
Cap/. Yes, 'tis already garrifon'd. [cats. 

Haw. Two thou iand fouls, and twenty thodand da- 

V ill not debate the queftioiuof this ftraw ; 

This is th* impofthume of much wealth and peace, 

That inward breaks, and fliews, no caufc without 

Why the man dies. 1 humbly thank you, Sir. 
Capt % God b'vv'ye, Sir. 
Rof. Wili't pleafe you go, my Lord ? 
Ham. I'll be with you Strait, go a little before. 

[Exeunt* 

Manet Hamlet. 

How all occasions do inform againll me, 

And fpur my dull revenge ? what is a man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to fleep and feed ? a beait, no more. 

Sure, he that made us with fuch large difcourfe, (58) 

Looking before and after, gave us hot 

That capability and god-like reafon 

r l o roll in us unus'd. Now whether it be 

Beflial oblivion, or fome craven fcruple 

Of thinking too precifely on th' event, 

{A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part wifdonim 

(5$) Sure, be that Trade us tu'ub fuch large difcourfe, 
IjOoking before and after.] Th s is an expreflion purely Homeric 5 
«> > y« yi^mv fxir j»r«>, a pa TIP0 21O. £ •ori'XJXl 
AsvVpn, Iliad, y.xrer. IC5. 

And ajain $ 

o j of Zi<& ?t<t TlPO'STfl £ '0ni'2-2fl. Iliad. <r. vtr. ^50. 

The fhort fchoiiaft on the iaft pafTaue gives us a comment, that very 
*pt!\ explains ournAuthor'spbrafe. 2uveT.» ya^ avfyjf If*, t» (AiMafi* 
■** y .<: y*yvr.f£t\r>is af/us{ erbai, 3 Srws oja» rdlnlpn*» " For it is tfce 
■** pat.c.f ?n undrrftanding roan to conned* the reHeclion of -events to 
** 'conje intfth fuch as have pafs'd, and fo to forefee what ihall follow.** 
This is, as our Author j>lijafes )t t ljok™g Be?o&x ^0^ Aster.. 

1 And 
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And ever three parts coward :) I do not know 
. Why yet I live to fay this thing's to do ; 
Sith I have caufe, and will, and ftrength, and means 
To do't. Examples, grofs as earth, exhort me ; 
Witnefs this army of fuch mafs and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender. Prince, 
Whofe. fpirit, with divine ambition puft, 
Makes mouths at the inrifible event ; 
Expofing what is mortal and unfore 
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 
Ev'n for an egg-lhell, ' Tis not to be great, 
Never to ftir without great argument ; 
But greatly to find quarrel in a ftraw, 
"When honour's at the flake. How ftand I then, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother ftain'd, 
(Excitements of my reafon and my blood) 
And let all fleep ? while to my fhame, I fee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men ; 
That for a fantafy and trick of fame 
Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot, 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, 
Which is not tomb enough and continent 
To hide the flain ? O, then, from this time forth, 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth* [Ex*U 

S C.E N E clangis to a Palace. 

Enter Qurtn, Horatio, and a GtntUman. 

. ghttn* T Will not (peak with her. 

I Gent. She is importunate, 
Jndeed, diffract ; her mood will needs be pitied; 
§>«**' What would fhe have ? 
Gent* She fpeaks much of her father ; fays, fhe hears* 
There's tricks i'th* world; and hems, and beats her heart J 
Spurns envipufly at ftraws ; fpeaks things in doubt* 
That carry but half fenfe ; her fpeech is nothing. 
Yet the unfhaped ufe of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
,*-«. 7 Which 
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Whkh as her winks, and nods, and geftures yield them 
Indeed, would .make one think, there might be thought ; 
Tho' nothing Aire, vet much unhappily, nirow 

Her. ' fwere good fhe were fpoken with, for me may 
Dangerous conjetturesin ill-breeding minds, 
X.et her come in. 

Queen* To my fick foul, as fin's true nature is, 
Each toys feems Drologue to fome great amifs ; 
So full of artlefs jealoufy is guilt, 
It fpills itfelf, in fearing to be fpilt. 

Enter Ophelia, diftraaed. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Majefty of Denmark P 
Queen. How now, Ophelia ? 

Oph. Hovjjhouldlyour true love knvwfrom another one f ~ 
JBj bis cockle but andftajj, and bis/andat Jbom, 

[Singing. 
Queen. Alas, fweet lady ; what imports this fong \ 
OpL Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 
He* j dead <and gone, lady, be is dead and gone ; 
jit bis bead a grafl-green tu^ at his heels a floor. 
Enter King. 

.. .Queen* Nay, but 0/>&.Vtf— 
Oph. Pray you, mark. 

White his Jhroud as the mountain J now. 

Queen* Alas, look here, my Lord. 

Oph. -Larded all <witb fweet flowers : 
Which bemofpt to the grave -did go 
With true love Jboaverj. 

King. How do ye, pretty lady ? 

Oph: Well, God yield you ! they fay, the .owl was 
ti baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but 
jenow not what we may be. G6d be at your table ! (59J 

King^ 

' J 59) &**(, Go<J ^ 51d y^!] i.e. Heaven reward yom. We mee* 
with tKfc expreflion a little otherwife visit in Macbehi 
-Herein I teach you 



How you fliould bid Cod ^y/d us for our pains, 
.And Jbaak. «s ftr your trouble. 



a^ 
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King. Conceit 'upon her father. 
OpL Pray, let u$ have no words of this ; but when 
they atk you what it means, fay you this : 

To-morrow is St. Valentine'/ day, all in the morn betime* 

Aid I a ma'*d at jour window, to bt your Valentine. 

Tbm up he rofe, and don'd bis chuths, and dupt the chamber 

door ; 
Ltt in the maid^ that out 4 maid never departed more* 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Opk. Indeed, without an oath, PU make an end ori*t. 

By Gh, and by S* Charity >, 

Alack, and fy fo* jhame ! 
Young men will do't, if they tome #•% 

By cod , they are to blame* 
£>uotb Jhfj bt fore you tumble me, 

You promt? d me to *wed; 
£j would 1 ha' donr, by yonder fur, 

Jnd thou hadft not come to my bed* 

King. How long has flie been thus ? 

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We muft be patient; 
hut 1 cannot chufe but weep, to think, they fhould lay 
him i'th' cold ground ; my brother (hall know of it, and 
fo I thank you for your good counfel. Come, my coach ; 
good night, ladies; good night, fweet ladies; good 
aight, £Ood night. [Ex ft. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch, I pray 
you ; ^ [Exit Horatio. 

This is the poifon of deep grief j it fprings 
All from her fathers death. O Gsrtrude, Gertrude t 
When fcrrows come, they come not fingle (pies, 
But in battalions. Firft, her father {lain ; 

But, in Antony, we have the phrafe in plain and geflaiae Ettg'ijb, 
Tend me to night two hour?, I aik no nr.ore, 
And the "Cods yield you for'ti 
$o,"$ir Jobntxrey in a letter, in AJbntote*t Appendix to his accent «f 
-the Garter, Numb. 46. The King of -his gracious Lordftiipe, Xrodyietd 
&rm, hafe Yhofoi me to be Owne of his brettoent of the Xjiighta-of" 
the Gar tier* 

Next 
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Next your Son gone, and he moft violent author 
Of his own juft remove ; the people muddied, 
Thick and unwholefome in their thoughts and whifperi, 
For good Polcniui' death ; (We've done but greenly, 
T In private to interr him;) poor Ophelia, 
Divided from herfelf, and ner fair judgment ; 
(Without the which we're pictures, or mere beafts :} 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 
Her brother is in fecret come from France : 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds* 
And wants not buzzers to mfe& his ear 
With peflilent fpeeches of his father's death 5 
Wherein neceflity, of matter beggar 'd, 
Will nothing flick our perfons to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Give me fuperfluous death ! \_A wife <witbhh 

Queen* Alack ! what noife is this ? 
EnUr a M'jfcnger. 

King. Where are my Svutizerj ? let them guard the; 
, What is the matter ? £door» 

Me/. Save yourfel£ my Lord* 
The ocean, over-peering of his lift, 
Eats not the fats with more impetuous iafte* 
That young Laertes^ in a riotous head, 
C'er-bears your officers ; the rabble call him Lord 1 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, cuftom not known, 
The ratifiers and props of every Ward ; (60) 

1(60) The ratifiers and props of ev'ry wofd j] Tfce whole teaour «f 
the context is fufficient to ftew, that this it a miftakea leading. 
What can antiquity and cuftom, b«ing the props of words, have to ^» 
with the bufinefs in hand ? Or what idea is coaveyM by it? Cer» 
tainly, the poet wrote; 

Ibe ratifiers and preps of&tfry vard ; 
The meflenger is complaining, that the riotous heevd had over-bom 
the King's officers ; and then fubjoins,. that antiquity and .cuftom 
wttz forgot, which wece the ratifiers aixd props of every w*rd 9 i. e*. 
of every one of xhote foevritict that nature and law place tfeout *h£ 
j*ribn of a KiD|, AU this is xatioaal and confjequentiaj. 
1 Mr, Waxbvrt-iru 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, %o$ 

They cry, " Chufe-we Laertet for our King." 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds; 
" Laertes (hall be King* Laertes King !" 

Qvetn. How ehearfully on the falfe trail they cry ! 
Oh, this is counter, you falfe Danijb dogs, 

[Ncife 'within. 

. Enter Laertes, with a Party at the Door. 

• King., The doors are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? Sirs ! ftand you all without. 

Jtlh No, let's come. in. . 

Laer. I pray you, . give me leave. 
t M. We will, we will. [Extant, 

Laer. I thank you ; keep the door. 
O thou vile King, give me my father. 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. [ballard ; 

€ - Laer. That drop of blood that's calm, proclaims me 
Cries cuckold to my father ; brands the harlot 
ILv'n here/ between the chafte and unfmirch'd brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the caufe, Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion looks fo giant-like ? 
Let him go 9 Gertrude ; do not fear our perfoa t 
There's inch divinity doth hedge a King, 
That treafon can but peep to what it would, 
A els little of its will. Tell me, Laertes , 
Why are you thus incens'd ? Let him go,- Gertrude. .. 
m Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled with: 
To hell, allegiance I vows, to the blackeft devil ! (61) 

Con- 

(61) TV bell, allegiance I vows, to the blackeft dev'tUJ Laertet is a 
good character 5 but be is here in a&ual rebellion. Left, therefore, 
this character fliould fecm to faneWy rebellion, infttad of putting 
into his mouth a reafonable defence of bis proceedings, fuch at the 
fight the fubjeft has cf (baking off opprefiion, the usurpation, and 

the 
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Confcience and grace, to the profbundeft pit ! 
I dare damnation ; to this point I ft and, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come, what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
MoR. throughly for my father. 
- King. Who (hall (lay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world ; 
And for my means, I'll hufband them fo well, 
They (hall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes. 

If you defire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father* is't writ in your revenge, 
^That fweep-ftake) you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and Jofer ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King* Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1*11 ope my arm** 
And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican, 
Repaft them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you (peak 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman* 
That I am guiltlefs of your father's death, 
And ant moft fenfible in grief for it. 
It (hall as level to your judgment pierce, [come in."] 
As day does to your eye. [4 noife ivitbin. " Let her 

Laer. How now, what noife is that ? 

EnUr OphcliiLt/aniafiicalfy dreft imtbftranjas and flvuotru 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, feven times fait, 
Burn out the fenfe and virtue of mine eye ! 
By heav'n, thy madnefs fhall be paid with weight, 
•Till our fcale turn the beam. O rofe v of May /„ 

the tyranny of the King, fefr. Sbakejpeart gives him nothing but afe- 
furd and blafphemous fentiments : fcch as tend only to infpire the 

' audience with horror at the action. This conduit is exceeding nice. 
Where, in his plays, a circumftance of rebellion is founded on hiftory, 
or the agents of it infamous in their characters, there was no danger 

< in the reprefentation : hut as here, where the circumftance is ficti- 
tious, and the agent honourable, he could not be too cautious. For 
the jealouff of the two reigns, he wrote in, wouW not difperrfe wi?h 
Jcfs exa&iejt. Mr, Wathuriun. 

Dear 
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Dear maid, kind filler, fwcet Opbrlia ! 

heav'ns, is't poflible a young maid's wits 
should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 
Nature is fine in love ; and, where 'tis fine, (62) 
It fends fome precious inflance of itfelf 

After the thing it loves. 

Oph. They bore him bare-fac*d on the Her 9 
j4nd on his grave reigns many a tear ; 
Fare ye *weif 9 my dove I 

(62) Nature is fine in love,"] Mr. Pope feems puzzled at this paflage, 
and therefore in both hit editions fobjoins this conjecture. Perhaps, 
Jays be, 

Nature is fire in hve 9 and **bere % t\sfire f 

It fends Jome precious incenfe of itfelf 

After the thing it loves, 

1 own, this conjecture to me imparts no fatisfa&ory idea. Nature 
is fuppos'd to be the fire, and to furnifh the incenfe too s bad love 
bean fnppos*d the fire, and nature fent out the incenfe, I would more 
readily have 1>eea reconciPd to the fentiment. But no change, in my 
opinion, is necefiCtry to the text ; I conceive, that this might be the 
Poet's meaning. " In the paffion of love, nature becomes more ex- 
* c qoifite of fehfation, is more delicate and refin'd j tb.u is 9 natural 
" affection, rais'd and rablim'd into a love- paffion, becomes more 
•* inflamed and intenfe than ufual $ and where it is Co 3 as people in 
*< love generally fend what they have of moft valuable after their 
" lovers ; Co poor Ophelia has fent her moft precious fenfes after the 
" object of her infUm'd affection*" If I miftake not, our Poet has 
play'd with this thought, of the powers being rehVd by the paffion, 

• inieveral other of his plays. His clown, in As You Like it, feems 
fenfible of this refinement j but, talking in his own way, interprets 
it a fort of franticltnefs. 

1 We, that are true lovers, run into Grange capers ; but as all is 
mortal in nature, fo is all nature in love mortal m folly, 

< Again, in Troths and Creffiaa, the latter exprefles herfelf concern- 
ing grief, exactly as Latrtes does -Here of nature. 
. The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I tafte 5 
And in its fenfe is no lefs ftrong, than that 
Which caufeth it. 
But Jago, in Othello t delivers himfrlf much more directly to the pur* 
pofe of the feaiiment here before us. 

Come hither, if thou bee 'ft valiant; as they fay, bafe men, heing 
in Jove, save than a nobility in their matures more than is nttivo 
tMtbcnu m 

La*. 
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Laer. Hadfl thou thy wits, and didfl: perfuade revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Opb. You muft fing, down a-down, and you call 
him a-down-a. O how the wheel becomes it ! it is the 
falfe fteward that dole his matter's daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Opb. There's rofemary, that's for remembrance ; pray, 
love, remember ; and there's paniies, that's for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madnefs, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Opb. There's fennel for you, and columbines ; there's 
rue for you, and here's feme for me. We nwy call it 
.herb of grace o' Sundays : you may wear your rue witk 
a difference. There's a daify ; I would give you fome 
violets, but they withered all when my father dy'd; 
they fay, he made a good end ; 

For bonny /weet Robin is all my joy, 

Laer. Thought, and Affliction, paflion, hell itfel£ 
.She turns to favour, and to prettinefs. 

Oph. And will be not com* again ? 
And will be, not come again ? 
Ne 9 no, hi is dead, ge to tby dtatk~bed f 
He never will come again. 
His beard was as white as fnow % 
All fiaxen was his pole : 

He is gone, be is gens, and we cafi away mone, 
Gramercy on hit foul) 

^nd of aU chriflian fools ! Godb'w'ye. {£#// Ophelia. 

Laer. Do you fee this, you Gods ! 

King. Laertes, I muft commune with your grie£ 
Or you deny me right : go but a-part, 
Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 
And they mall hear and judge 'twixt you and me j 
Jf by dire& or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give, 
■Our Crown, our life, and. all that we call ours, 
*To you in fatisfaclion. But if not, 
Jte vou content to lend your patience to us ; 

And 
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And we fhall jointly labour with your foul, 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be to. 
His means of death, his obfcure funeral, 
No trophy, (Word, nor hatchm*nt o'er his boae** ' 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heav'n to earth, 
That 1 mull call't in qgeftion. 

King . So you fhall : 
And where th* offence is, let the great ax fall. 
Ipray you, go with me. v [Exeunfi 

Muter Horatio, with an attendant* 

Hor. What are they, that would (peak with me ? 

Serv. Sailors, Sir ; they fey, they have letters for youi 

Hor. Let them come in. 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet* 

Enter Sai/ort. 

Sail. God blefs you, Sir. 

Hor. Let him blefs thee too. 

Soil. He. (hall, Sir, an't pleafe him. — There's a letter 
for you, Sir : It comes from th* ambalTador that was 
bound for England > if your name be Horatio, as I am 
let to know it is. 

Horatio reads the letter. 

HOratio, when thou Jhalt have overlooked this, givt 
theft fellows fame means to the Khtg : they have 
letters for him. Ere we were two days old at/ea t a pirate 
of itery warlike appointment gave us chace. Finding our* 
/elves too flow of fail, we put on a compelled valour ■, and in 
the grapple 1 boarded them : on the infant they got clear of 
our pip , fo I alone became their prif oner* They have dealt 
with tne> like thieves of mercy ; but they knew what they 
did: 1 am to do a good turn for them. Let the King have 
* the letters I have fent, and repair thou to me with as much 
bafte as thou wouldefl fly death. I have words tofpeak in 
thy far, will make thee dumb -, yet art they much ho light 
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for the mcttsr. Theft gcod ftl/ows will bring thee where I 
am. Rofincrantz and Guildenftern hdd the>r courfe for 
England. Of them lhave much to tell thee, farewel. 

He that thou knoixejl thine, Hamlet. 

Come, I will make you way for thefe your letters ; 

And do't the fpeedier, that you may direct me 

To him, from whom you brought them, [Exeunt* 

Enter King, aid Laertes. 

King. Now muft: your confcience my acquittance feal » 
And you muft put me in you heart for friend ; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he, which hath your noble father ilain, 
Purfued my life. 

Latr. It well appears. But tell me, 
tyhy you proceeded not againft thefe feats, 
Sp crimeful and fo capital in nature, 
As by your fafety, wifdom, all things elfe, 
You mainly were flirr'd up ? 

King. Two fpecial reafons, 
Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unfinew'd, 
And yet to me are ftrong. The Queen, his mother, 
Lives almoft by his looks ; and for myfelf, 
(My virtue or my plague, be't either which,) 
She's fo conjunctive to my life and foul, 
That, as the ftar moves not but in his fphere, 
I could not but by. her. The other motive, 
Why to a publick count I might not go, 
Js the great love the general gender bear him; 
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Would, like the fpring that turneth wood ta ftone, 
Convert his gyves to graces. So that my arrows 
Too flightly tunbred for fo loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where 1 had aim'd them. 

Laer. And fo have I a noble father loft, 
A filler driven into defperate terms, 
Whofe worth, if praifes may go back again, 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections — But my revenge will come. 

King* 



\ 
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King. Break not your deeps for that; you mull not 
That we are made of (luff fo flat and dull, [think, 

That we can let our beard be (hook with danger, 
And think it paftime. You (hall foon hear more, 
1 lov'd your father, and we love ourfelf, 
And that I hope, will teach you to imagine-—* 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter a Mejinger* 

M.J. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. 
Ihefe to your Majefty : this to the Queen. 
King. From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 
Mf. Sailors, my Lord, they fay ; I faw them not ; 
^X'hey were given me by Claudio, he received them. 
King. Latrtety you (hall hear them : leave us, all — 

[Exit Mef. 

^T/Gff and Mighty, you Jball know, I am fit naked 
~W£\. on your Kingdom. To- morrow Jball I beg leave t* 
*S*»tjQur kingly eyes. When I Jball \ (firfl ajking your par- 
*&4i thereunto, J recount tb' occajian of my fudden return. 

Hamlet. 

A^hat fhould ttys mean ? are all the reft come back ? 

CDr is it fome abufe and no fuch thing ? 

Laer m Know you the hand ? 
King. 'Tis Hamlet's character ; 
^Jaked ; and (in a poftfcript here, he fays) 
VMone : can you advife me .* 

Laer. Pm loft in it, my Lord : but let him come ; 
Tt warms the very (icknefs in my heart, 
That I (hall live and tell him to his teeth, 
1 hus diddefl thou. 

King. If it be fo, Laertes, 

.As how (hould it be fo ? how, otherwife ?— — 

Will you be rul'd by me ? 

Laer. Ay, fo you'll not o'er-rule me to a peace. 
King- To thine own peace ; if he be now return 'd, 
As liking not his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it ; I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under 
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Under the which he thall not'chufe but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe ; 
But ev'o his mother (hall uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident. 

Laer. I will be ruTd, 
The rattier, if you torrid devife it fo, (6$) 
That I might be the organ. 

King. Jt falls right : - - . 
You have been talkt of fince your travel much, 
And that in Ha**lef% hearing, for a quality 
"Wherein they fey, you fhine ; your fum of par*. 
Did not together pluck fuch envy from hka, 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Lot*. What part is that, my Lord I 
. King. A very feather in the cap of youth, * 
Yet needful top ; for youth no lefs becomes 
The light and carelefs livery that it wears, 
Than fettled age his fables, and his weeds 
Importing health and gravenefs. — Two months fince, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy ; 
IVe feen myfelf, and ferv'd again ft the French, 
And they can well on horfe-back ; but this Gallant 
Had witchcraft in't, he grew onto his feat ; 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe, 
As he had been incorps'd and demry-imtar'd 
With the brave beaft ; fo far he topp'd my thought, 

(6 }) The father if you ctuld ifimjt it fo, 

That J might be the inftrument. 
King. Jt falls right J] The latter verfe is nightly maimM in the 
tneafure, and, I apprehend, without reaibn. This paffage is in nei- 
ther of the impreflions fet out by the players 5 and the two elder 
qtar.es read as I have reformed the text} 

That I might ht -the organ. 
A nd it is a word, which our Author chufes to ufe in other places* 
So, before, in this^Aiy. 

For muder, thoVit have no tongue, will fpeak 
With rooft miraculous organ* 
So, in Meajure for Meajure: 

And giv'n his deputation ail the organs 
Of our own pow'r. 

iThat 
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That I in forgery of fhapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did, 

Latr. A Norman, was't ? ' 

King, A Norman, 

Laer. Upon my life, Lomond* 

King. The very fame. 

Laer. I know him well ; he is the brooch,-indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confeffion of yon, 
And gave you fuch a mafterly report, 
-For art and exercife in your defence j 
And for your rapier moft efpecial, 
That he cry'd out, 'twould be a fight indeed, ^ 
If one could match you. Thefcrimers of their nation, (64) 
He fwore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppos'd 'em. — Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but with and beg 
Your fudden coming o'er to play with him. 
Now out of this 

Lair. What out of this, my Lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 
A face without a heart I 

Laer. Why aflc you this ? 

King. Not that I think, you did not love your father, 
But that 1 know, love is begun by time ; 
And that 1 fee in parages of proof, 

(64) — The (crimen of tbt'tr nation, 

He fwore, bad neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

If you opposed tbemA This likewife is a pafTage omitted in the 
folios : the reducing the flay to a reafonable length was the motive 
of (b many captations. Some of the modern quartos have in the 
room of ferimers fubftituted fetters : which is bat a glofs of the 
more obfoJete word. Scrmer is properly a gladiator, fencer $ from 
which we have derived our word, Jkirtnijb. The fcience of defence 
was by the Dutch call'd fthem 5 by the Italians, fiber ima znAfcritna ; 
and by the French, ef crime : as the Anglo- Sastons of old ufed to call 
a fencer or fwordfman, fmmbre: which (tbe h being left out, and 
. a metatbejis made in the letters of the laft fy liable) is the very term 
%s'd by our Author* 

. V0L.VIIL K Time 
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-^Inie-cjualiCes the fpaffc and fire of it ; 
1 hdre li*es within die very flame of love 
A kind: of wick, cr fnufT, that will abate it, 
And nothing is at a like goodnefs Hill ; 
For good tfeft, growing to a pleurify, (5) 
Dies m his own too much ; what we would do f 
"We (hou-ld do when we would j for tli is would changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents; 
And then this Jb;ul1 is like a fpend-thrift figh 
That hurts by eafing ; but to th' quick o'th' ulcer—— 
Hamlet comes back ; what would you undertake 
To fhew yourfelf >our father's fon indeed 
Wore than in words f 

L<*tr. To cut his throat i*th' church. 
' Ring. No place, indeed, fhould murder fancluarlfe £ 
Revenge fhould have no bounds ; but, good Laerte , 

■(65) For gacdnt/S) growing to a pleurify, 

Die* in bis own too mucb.~\ Mr. Warburton lagaciouHy obferv'dl 
to me, that this is nonfenfe, and untrue in faclj and therefore 
think?, that Sbakefpeare muft have wrote j 

For goodnefs, growing to a plethory, &c» 
-Ft)f 'the pleurify is an inflammation of the membrane which covers^ 
the whole t borax 4 and is generally occafion'd by a ftagnatioii of the 
bloody but a plethora, is, when the vefcJs are fuller of humcuis than 
is agreeable to a natural ftate, or health : and too great a fullnefs and 
jloridnefs of the blood are frequently the caufes of fudden death. But 
J have not difturb'd the text, becaufe, *<is poflible, our Author him- 
felf might be otft in his pbyfits : and I have the more reafon to fuf- 
pect it, becaufe Beaumont and Fletcher haVe twice committed the 
felf fame blunder* > . , 

_ -r-You are too infolent 5 

And thofe tco many excellencies, that feed 
Your pride, turn to a pleurify t and kill 
That which would nourifh virtue. Cuftom of the Country* 

So, again ; 

■ • Thou grand decider 
Of dufty and old titles, that heal'ft with blood 
The eaith when it is fick, and.cur'ft the world 
O' th* pleurify of peo pie. Two Noble Kinfmcn* 

If I may guei's at the accident which caus'd their miftak ■, it feeml. 
this; They did not confider, that pleurify was dcriv'd from pieura% 
but the declination of plus, pluris, crofs'd their thoughts, and fo they 
natural ly frppos'd the diflempcr to arife from fomtfuperjhtity. 

Will 
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Will you do this ? keep dofe within your chamber ; 

Hamlet, return'd, fhall know you are come home : 

We'll put on thofe (hall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varniih on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you ; bring you in fine together. 

And wager on your heads. He being remifs, 

Mod generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not perufe the foils $ fo that with eafe, 

Or with a little (huffling, you may chuie 

A fword unbated, and in a pafs of practice 

Requite him for your father. 

Lcter. I will do't ; 
And for the purpofe I'll anoint my fwprd : 
I bought an undion of a Mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, * 

Where it draws blood, no Cataplaftn fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can fave the thing from death, 
That is but fcratch'd withal ; Til touch my point 
With this contagion, that if 1 gall him (lightly, 
Jt may be death. 

King. let's farther think of this; 
^Weigh, what convenience both of time and means 
JVlay fit us to our ftiape. J f this (hould fail, 
-f^nd that our drift look through our bad performance, 
^ Twere better not affay'd ; therefore this prqjed 
-Should have a back, or fecond, that might hold, 
^Ff this (hould blajft in proof. — Soft — let me fee — 
XVe'll make a fojemn wager on your cunnings ; 
31 ha't-7 — when in your motion you are hot, 
X. -As ma x yQ^bouts more violent to that end,) 
-And thai he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him 
-A. chalice for the nonce ; whereon but fipping, 
i#" he by chance efcape your venom 'd tuck, 
^>ur purpofe may hold there. 

Enter Queen* 

How now, fweet Queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So faft they follow : your fitter's drown'd, Laertes. 

K 2 Latr % 
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Laer. Drown'd ! oh where ? 

Queen. There is a willow grows aflant a brook, 
That (hews his hoar leaves in the glafly itreara : 
There with fantaftick garlands did fhe come, 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, dailies, and long purples, 
(That liberal (hepherds give a grofler name ; 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them ;) 
There on the pendant boughs, her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious (liver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies and herfelf 
Pell in the weeping brook ; her cloaths (pread wide, 
And mermaid-like, a while they bore her up ; 
Which time ihe chaunted (hatches of old tunes, 
As one incapable of her own diflrefs ; 
Or like a creature native, and indued 
Unto that element ; but long it could not be, 
*rill that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then, (he is drown'd ! 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer* Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophelia? 
And therefore 1 forbid my tears : but yet 
It is our trick ; Nature her cuflom holds, 
Let Shame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone, 
The woman will be out : adieu, my Lord ! 
I have a fpeech of fire, that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly drowns it. [Exit. 

King. Follow, Gertrude: 
How much had 1 to do to calm his rage ! < 
Now fear 1, this will give it Hart again; 
Therefore, let's follow, a:i [Exeunt. 
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A C T V. 

SCENE, j/ Church. 

Enter two Clowns, with /fades and mattocks* 

1 Clown. 

IS fhe to be buried in chriflian burial, that wilfully , 
feeks her own falvation ? 
2 Clown. I tell thee, fhe is, therefore make her grave 
ftraight; the crowner hath fate on her, and finds it 
chriflian burial. 

1 Clow*. How can that be, unlefs fhe drowned her- 
felf in her own defence ? 

2 Clown. Why, 'tis found fo. 

1 Cfavn. It mud be fe offendendo, it cannot be elfe. 
For here lies the point ; if I drown myfelf wittingly, 
it argues an aft ; and an ad hath three branches ; It is 
to acl, to do, and to perform ; argal, (he drown'd her- 
felf wittingly. 

2 Clown. Nay, but hear you, goodman Defoer. 

1 Clown. Give me leave ; here lies the water, good : 
here Hands the man, good : if the man go to this water, 
and drown himfelf, it is, will he, nill he, he goes ; 
mark you that : but if the water come to him, and 
drown him, he drowns not himfelf. drgal, he, that 
is not guilty of his own death, fh or tens not his own 
life. 

2 Clown. But is this law ? 

1 Clown. Ay, marry is't, crowner's quefl-law* 

2 Clown. Will you ha* the truth on't ? if this had 
not been a gentlewoman, (he Ihould have been buried 
out of chriftian burial. 

1 Clown. Why, there thou fay'ft. And the more 
pity, that great folk mould have countenance in this 
world to drown or hang themfelves, more than other 

K 3 chriftians. 
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chriilians (66). Come, my fpade ; there is no ancient 
gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers ; 
they hold up A am' 9 profeflion. 
2 C/oivf* Was he a gentleman ? 

1 Crown. He was the firft, that ever bore arms. 

2 ChuiH. Why, he had none. ; 

1 CI iv*. What, art a heathen ? ho v doft thou under- 
hand the Scripture i the Scripture fays, 4 dam digg'd ; 
could he dig without arm* ? I'll put another queftion to 
thee ; if thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, confefs 
thyfelf 

2 CJoiWr. GO tO. 

'1 C own. What is he that builds ftronger than either 
the mafon, the fhip-wrfghr, or the carpenter ? 

2 Oonvi. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives 
a thoufand tenants. 

1 Oow*. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gal- 
lows does well ; but how does it well ? it does well to 
thofe that do ill : now thou doft ill, to fay the gallows 
is built ftronger than the church ;arga f 9 the gallows 
may do well to thee. To't again, come. 

2 C/m-ff. Who builds ftronger than a mafon, a fhip- 
wnght, or a carpenter? ■ N 

1 C/o-w. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Covin. Klarry, now 1 can tell. 
? Chivn* To't. 

2 Clown. Mafs, I cannct tell. 

^f,£) more than ether christians.] All the o!d tccks read, as 

Dd4>or Tbirlby acjcuiatefy obfeijres torae, their even cbrytfen, i.e. their 
idJo-.v christians. This was the language of thofe d»y?, when we . 
u tain'd a good portion < f the idiom receiv'd from our Saxon anctftors. 
' Emrecbr/htt.] Frnter in Chrifto. Sjxonicum\ quod male intell*gentes, 
t-'in ik^jlSan p-cfenir.t : atque ita editur in cratione HenriciVlll. ad 
jiailartrerHom An. ngn. 37, Sed reflein L. L. Ethuardi confeff. ca. 
$f>.fratrcmfuum t quo.l A*g!i dicun< G"nne Cfiifte'n. Spklm an in 
h s Glbjary. The Dofhr i)iinks ihis learned aniiouary miftalteii, in 
making even, a con up ion of Q-T\ne ; for that even or 6fen, and 
G Tire are 5 xen words of the lame import and fignificaucm, I*J 1 
I'd 'j join, in confirmation of ihe Doctor's opinion, what SoMf<$R.fa)* 
upon this head. Gpen, Mquuf, aqualis, par, jujluty CbeiY.f qtlaV 
8'iVt &c Brine, Mquus, Jufas, *juatis 9 WIT, JU&Y l^lta!. 
G nne-rco!erie, condifcipulus, a Ccfy)Ol*fcflobJ. 

Enter- 
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. Enter Hamlet ard Horatio, ef a d'tjlana. 

i Clown. Cudgel thy brains, no more a£)6uf it| fct 
your dull afs will not mend his pace with beating 5 '.' and, 
when you are aflt'd this quefhpn next, fay 4 a grave* 
maker. The houfcs, he makes* lad 'till doomsday ; 
go, get thee to Xattgb<w, and fetch me a ftoup/of liquor, 

He digs, and lings. : ; >: ■■•- 

In youth when I did io<ve, did love, (6;) 

Met bout ht, it was very fweet ; 
ST&* cantrad, oh, the time'fo*, a, my behove. 

Oh, me thought, there nxai nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow, no feeling of his bufinefs, that 
lie fings at Grave-making ? 

Hor. Cuftom hath made it to him a property of eafi- 
nets. 

Haw. 'Tis e'en fo ; the hand of little employment' 
Hath the daintier fenfe. 

• Clown lings. 

But age, with his ftealing fleps, 

Hath cla>w*d me in bis clutch : 
And hath Jbipped me into the /and, 

As if I bad never been fuch. 

Ham. That fkull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
once ; how the knave jowles it to the ground, as if it 
were CWs jaw bone, that did the firft murder!, this 
might be the pate of a politician, which this afs o'er- 
offices ; one that would circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier, which could fay, " Good 

(67) In youtb t toien 1 didlovk, &c.] The three Jtanza's, funghere 
by the grave-digger, are extracted,, with a flight variation, from a ' 
I little poem, called, The Aged Lover renouncetb Love ; writ ten by Henry ) 
Howard earl of Surrey, who fteuriih'd in the reign of King Henry' 
VIII. and who was beheaded in 1547, on a ftrain'd accufattan of :. 
treafon, ■ ' - 

K 4 " morrow, 4 
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" morrow, fwcct Lord ; how doft thou, good Lord ?** 
this might be my Lord fuch-a-one, that prais'd my Lord 
fach-a-one's horfe, when he meant to beg it j might it 
not? 

Hor. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Why, e'en fo: and now my lady fFoim's 
chaplefs, and knockt about the mazzard with a fex- 
ton's fpade. Here's a fine revolution, if we had the 
trick to fee't. Did thefe bones coft no more the breed- 
ing, but to play at loggats with 'em ? mine ake to 
think on't. (68) 

Clown fings* 

A fick-axe and a fpade, a Jpsde, 

For, — and a Jbrouding Jheet f 
O, a fit of clay for to be made 

For fuch a gueft is meet. 

Ham. There's another : why may not that be the fcull 
of a lawyer f where be his quiddits now ? his quillets ? 
his cafes ? his tenures, and his tricks ? why does he fufifer 
this rude knave now to knock him about the fconce with 
a dirty (hovel, and will not tell him of his a&ion of 
battery ? hum ! this fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer of land, with his itatutes, his recognizances, his 
lines, his double vouchers, his recoveries, Is this the 
fine of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to 
have his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers 
vouch him no more of his purchafes, and double ones 
too, then the length and breadth of a pair of inden- 
tures ? the very conveyances of his lands will hardly 
Jie in this box ; and mull the inheritor himfelf have no 
more? ha? 

(68) Did tbsfe hones ccft no more the breeding, but to flay at loggers 
with tbtm t\ I have reftor'd, from the old copies, the true word, 
loggats. We meet with it again in Ben Jobnfon : 
Now are they tolling of his legs and arms 
Like loggats at a pear-tree. A Tale of a Tub. 

What fort of fport this was, I confefs, I do not know, but I find it 
in the lift of unlawful games, prohibited by aftatutc 33 Henry VIII, 
cap. i*. §16. 

Hor. 
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Her. Not a jot more, my Lord. 

Ham. J s not parchment made of fheep-fldns. 

Hor. Ay, my Lord, and of calve-fkins too. 
• Ham. They are fheep and calves that feek out aflo- 
rance in that. I will fpeak to this fellow; Whofe 
Grave's this, Sirrah ? 

down. Mine, Sir- ■ ■ 

O, a fit of claffor to he made 
for fuch a Uutft is meet. 

Ham. I think, it be thine, indeed, for thou Keft in*t. 

Clown. You lye out on't, Sir, and therefore it is not 
yours ; for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doit lye in't, to be in't, and fay, 'tit 
thine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore 
thou ly'ft. 

down. 'Tis a quick lie, Sir, 'twill away again from 
me to you- m 

Ham. What man doffc thou dig it for ? 

Clown. For no man, Sir. 

Ham. What won\an then ? 

Clown. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

Co-wn. One that was a woman, Sir ; but, reft her 
foul, (he's dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knave is ? we mull fpeak by' 
the card or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, 
Horatio, thefe three years I have taken note of ir, the 
age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the peafant cornea 
(o near the heel of our courtier, he galls his kibe. How 
long haft thou been a grave-maker ? 

Clown, Of all the days i'th* year, I came to*t that day ' 
that our laft King Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

'Ham. How long is that fince f 

Clown. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that : 
it was that very day that young Hamlet was born, he 
that was mad, and lest into England* 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he feiit into England? 

Clown* Why j becaufehe was mad; he mall recover 
K S .big 



ssr6_ Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 

his wits there ; or, if he do not, it's no great matter 
there. 

Ham. Why? 

Clown. 'Twill not be feen in him ; there the men are 
as mad as. he. 

Hatn. How came he mad ? 

Clc<wn. Very nrangely, they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clown. 'Faith, e'en with lofing his wits. 

Han:. Upon what ground ? 

Qli<wn. Why, here, in Denmark. I have been fexton 
h£re, ma.n, and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i'th' earth ere he rot I 

y £lovLiu fTfai^h,, if he be not rotten before he die, (as 

Mfe have ftia^ny pocky coarfes now-a-days, tha{ will fcarce 

hold the lying in) he will laft you fome eight year, or 

i^ne year ; a, tanner will laft you nine years; x 

Hani. Why he, more than another ? 

Cloven. Why, Sir, his hide is fo tann'd with his trade, 
that he will keep out water a great while. And your 
water is a fore decayer of your whorefon dead body. 
Here's a fcull now has lain in the earth three and twenty 
years. •.,.?,. / . .- ' . , 

- H4>n. Whofewis HI :-., i 

Clew/?. A whorefon mad fellow's it was ; whofe do yoi* 
tbihkitwas^.i w • r 

t Ham.. Nay, I know not. - • : 
\ C/o^rj A peflilence on him for a mad rogue ! he 
poar'jd aJla^gon of,Rhenj{h on my .head once, v Thk 
faroeifcull; $dr, was Torick's fcull> the King's jefler. 

Ham. This ? . • ,-\ : . 4j 

C/?w».i EVflrthat. ., '•.;: 'J-. „ ...: ;0 . .r 

Ham. Ala** poor Aorhk AX knew , him,: Hora^o ? .. a 
fellow of infinite jell; of mQft^f^lea^ fancy : he hath 
borne me on his ba^k v a thqufafcd tjmefi <t a?4 now how 
abhorred ia my imagination *i% is! itfy gorge rifes at it* 
Here hung rhofe lips,.tfW I have. Jkifs'd i know not how 
oft. Where be- your>giWs now? your gambols? your 
rbngs ? your ikfiies o£ merriment , thai wejrewont to/et 
laa table in a roar? n« tone now, to mock your owr» 

grinning ? 
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grinning ? quite chap-fallen ? now get you to my lady's. • 
chamber, ,and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to 
this favour (he mud come ; make her laugh at that—-* 
Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing* 

Hor. What's that, my Lord? 

Ham. Doll thou think, Alexander look'd o'this famion 
i'ttf earth ? 

Hor. E'en Co. 

Ham. And fmelt Co, puh ? [Smelling to tbt Skalf. 

Hnr. E'en fo, my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may return, Htratio'. 
why may not imagination trace the noble dull of AUx- 
ande-, 'till he find it flopping a bong-hole r 

Hor. 'Twere to confider too curioufly, to confider fo. 

Ham. No, 'faith, not a jot : but to follow him thither 
with modefty enough, and likelihood to lead it ; as thus : 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander re- 
turneth to duft ; the duft is earth ; of earth we make 
loam ; and why 1 of that loam, whereto he was converted, , 
might they not ftop a beer-barrel f 
Imperial Cafar, dead and turned to clay, 
Might ftop a hole to keep the wind away : 
Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall, t'expel the winter's flaw ! 
But foft ! but foft, a-while— here comes the King. 

Enter King, Quten, Laertes, and a coffin, wuitb Lords, . 
and Prifjis, attendant. 

The Queen, the Courtiers. U hat is that they follow, , 
And with fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken , 
The coarfe, they follow, did with defperate hand . 
Foredo its own life; 'twas of feme eftate. > 
Couch we awhile, and mark. 

Laer. W hat ceremony eife ? 

Hami That is LaeHe*, a moft noble youth : marfc*-- 

Laer. What ceremony elfe ?. 

frieft. Her obfequies have been fo far enlarg'd * 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtful ; 
And but that great Command o'er-fways the order, , 
She fhould in ground un&n&ified have lodg'd 

JL6 ' >TiHU 
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'Till the laft Trump. For charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, fhould be thrown on her ; 
Yet here ihe is allow'd her virgin rites, 
Her maiden-ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Of belL and burial. 

Laer, Mull no more be done? 

Priefl. No more be done ! 
We fhould profane the fervice of the dead, 
To fing a Requiem, and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouls. 

Laer, Lay her i'th' earth ; 
And from her fair and unpolluted flefh 
May violets fpring ! I tell thee, churliih prieft, 
A miniftring angel (hall my fitter be, 
When thou lieft howling. 

Ham, What, the fair Ophelia f 

(Queen, Sweets to the fweet ? farewel ! 
I hop'd, thou (houldft have been my Hamlet* s wife; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, fweet maid, 
And not have ftrew'd thy grave, 

laer, O treble woe 
Fall ten times treble on that curfed head, 
Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenious fenfe 
Depriv'd thee of! Hold off the earth awhile, 
'Till I have caught her once more in my arms j 

[Laertes leaps into the Grave? 
Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead, 
'Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
T* o'er-top old /V/f #», or the fkyifh head 
Of blue Ofymfus, 

Ham, {difc+vering him/el/,] What is he, whofe griefs 
Bear fuch an emphafis ? whofe phrafe of forrow 
Conjures .the wandring ftars, and makes them Hand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 

[Hamlet leaps into the Grave, 
Hamlet the Dane, 

Laer. The devil take thy foul i [Grappling with him. 

Ham. Thou pray'ft not; welj, 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat—— 
for though I am not fplenetive and rafti ; 

Yet 




#&**** ** Voi:$.P:22p. 



(/J'atu&rf 



H a m l e t* Prince of Denmark. 229 

Yet have I in me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 

King. Pluck them afunder— — 

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet- ■ ■ 

Hor. Good my Lord, be quiet. 

[The attendants part thm* 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eye-lids will no longer wag. 

Queen. Oh my fon ! what theme ? 

ham. I lov'd Ophelia ; forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my fum. What wilt thou do for her ? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. Come, mew me what thou'lt do. 
Woo't weep ? woo't fight? woo't faft ? woo't tear thyfelf f 
Woo't drink up Eifel, eat a crocodile r (69) 

I'll 

(69) Would drink up EfiU, eat a crocodile?] This word has thro* all 
die editions been diftinguiuVd by Jtalick characters, as if it were the 
proper name of fome river : and fo, I dare fay, all the editors have 
from time to time underftood it to be. But then this muft be fome 
v liver in Denmark; and there is none- there fo call'd 5 nor is there any 
par it in name, that I know of, but TJfel, from which the province 
fOver-yJfell derives its title in the German Flanders. Befides, Hamlet 
root propofing any impoflibltities to Laertet, as the drinking op a 
'rer would be j but he rather feema to mean, Wilt thou refolve to 
l things the moil (hocking and diftaftefuj to human nature ? and, 
"d, I am as refolute. I am perfwaded, the Poet wrote ; 
Will drink up Eifel, cat a crocodile f 
I Wilt thou fwaliow down large draughts of Vinegar f Thepropo 
a, indeed, is not very grand ; but the doing it might be as dif- 
fal and unfavoury, as eating the fle/h of a crocodile. And now 
1 is neither an impoflibility, nor an anticlimax : and the lowneft 
f .the idea is in fome meafure removed by the uncommon term* 
IAVCER has it in his Romaunt of the Raft. 
So evil -he w'd was her coloure, 
Her femed t' have livid in laogoure 5 
She was like thing lor hungir ded, 
That lad her life onely by bred 
Knedin with eifel ftrong and egre 5 
And thereto flie was Jene and megre, ' 
^;-JNt leaft this-authority mould be thought of too long a date, and the) 
word to have bccomt obfolew in our Authw '« time, r ]1 produce a paf. 

0g« 
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HI do't. Do'ft thou come hither but to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quick with her; and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 

Millions of acres on us, 'till our ground, 

Singeing his pate againft the burning zone, 

Make Ofa like a wart! nay, an thou'it mouth, 

I'll rant as well as thou. 

" igueen. This is mere madnefs ; 

And thus a while the fit will work on him : 

Anon, as patient as the female ddve, 

When that her golden couplets are difclos'd, 

His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, Sir 

What is the reafon that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov'd you ever ; but it is no matter 

Let Hetculv himfelf do what Jie may, 

The cat will mew, the dog will have his day. [Exit. 

King- I pray you, good Hsratia, wait upon him, 

[Exit Em. 
Strengthen your patience in our laft night's fpeech. 

[To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the prefent pufh. 
Good Girtrude, fet fome watch over your fon : 
This grave (hall have a living monument. 
•An hour of quiet Uiortly fhall we fee ; 
'Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Extunt. 

fage where it is ufed by himfelf. In a poem of his, calP3, A Complaint, 
Be thus exprefiTes himfelf : 

Wliilft, like a willing patient, I will drink 
Potic ns of Eljel *gatnft my ltrong infection : 
No bittcmefs, that I will bitter think, 
No double^ penance to corrrft corre&ion. 
So, like wife, in Sir Vbomas- Marfn poems. 
■ Remember wherewithal, 
How Chrift for thee fafted with Eifel and gall. 
Giple, acetum,QXir.t$tlt\ faith Somner : and the Word is ac- 
knowledge by Mhjkcw, Skinner, Bbunt > &c» 
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SCENE changes tb aHail, in the Palace. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. ' 

Urn. PO much For this, now you (hall 'fee the other. 
^ You do remember all the circumftance ? 

Bor. Remember it, my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me deep ; methought, I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the bilboes ; Kafhnefs 
(And prais'd be rafhnefs for it) lets us know, 
Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us well, 
When our deep plots do fail ; and that mould teach us, 
There's a Divinity that (hapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Uor. That is merit certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My fea-gown fcarft about me, in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them j had my defire, 
Finger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again ; making fo bold 
(My fears forgetting manners) to unfeal 
Their grand comminlon, where I found, Horatr^ 
A royal knavery ; an exaft command, 
Larded with many feveral forts of reafons, 
Importing Denmark's health and England's too, 
(With, ho ! fuch buggs and goblins in my life j) 
That on the fupervize, no leifure bated, 
No, not to flay the grinding of* the ax, 
My head mould be itruck off. 

Hjr. Is't poflibie ? 

Ham. Here's the commiflion, read it at more leifure ; 
But wilt thou hear now how 1 did proceed ? 

Hor. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villainy, 
(Ere I could make a prologue, to my bane (70) 

They 

(70) Being thus benetted round with villains, 
E V / could make a prologue 1 to my brain*, 
Ybey tad begun the play, I fate me drum, &< .} 
. . This 
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They had began the play :) I face me down, 
Devis'd a fiew comrniffion, wrote it fair : 
(I once did hold it, as oar Statifts do, 
A bafenefs to write fair ; and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning ; but, Sir, now 
It did me yeoman's fervice ;) wilt thou know 
Th* effect of what I wrote ? 

Hor. Ay, good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful tributary, 
As love between them, like the palm, might flourifli, 
As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland wear, (71) 
And Hand a Commere 'tween their amities ; 
And many fuch like As's of great charge ; 
That on the view and knowing thefe contents, 
Without debatement further, more or left, 

This paffage is certainly corrupt both in the text and pointing* 
Making a prologue to bis brain is fuch a phrafe as$HAKESP£AiB 
would never have us'd, to mean, t re I could firm my thoughts to making 
a prologue* I communicated my doubts to my two ingenious friends 
Mr. Warburton and Mr. Bijbop $ and by their afliftance, 1 hope, I 
have reformM the whole to the Author's intention : 

Being thus benetted round with villainy, 

( E % re 1 eould make a prologue, to my ban© 

They had begun the play :) 1 fate me down, 
i.e. Being thus in their fnares, ere I could make * prologue (take the 
leaft previous ftep) to ward off danger, they had begun the play (put 
their fchemes in aft ion) which was to terminate in my deftrucuon. 
(71) As Peace fhould \ ftill her wheaten garland wear, 

Andftanda comma *twt*n their amities, &c] 
Peace is finely and .properly perfonahVd here, as the goddeft of 
good league and friend (hip; but what ideas can we form of hef 
{landing as a comma, or ftop, betwixt their amities ? I am fure, flic 
ftajids rather like a cyphtr, in this reading. I have no doubt, but 
the Poet wrote ; 

Andftand a commere 'tween their amities ; 
i. e. a guarantee, a common mother. Nothing can be more />//?#* 
refque than this image of Peace's (landing dreft in her wheaten garland 
between the two princes, and extending a hand to each. Jn this 
equipage and office we frequently fee her on Roman coins t particu- 
larly, on two exhibited by Baron Spanheim ; one of Auguftus, and the 
other of Vejpatian. The poets likewife image to us Peace holding an 
ear of corn, as the emblem of plenty. Tibull. lib. I. Elcg. x. 

At nobis, Pax alma, vent, fpicamque tencto. Mr. War burton. 
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He (hould the bearers pot to fudden death. 
Not thriving- time allow'd. 

Hor. How was this feal'd ? 

Ham. V/ hy, ev'n in that was heaven ordinant ; 
I had my father's Signet in my purfe, 
Which was the model of that Danijh feal : 
I folded the Writ up in form of th' other, 
Subfcrib'd it, gave th* impreffion, plac'd it fafely, 
The changeling never known ; now, the next day 
Was our lea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou know'ft already. 

Hor. So, Guildenftern and Rofinerantz, go to't. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this em- 
ployment.— 
They are not near my confeience ; their defeat 
Doth by their own in fin u at ion grow : 
'1 is dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between the pais, and fell incenfed points, 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor. W hy, what a King is this ! 

H«m. Does it not, think'ft thou, (land me now upon ? 
He that hath kilPd my King, and whor'd my mother, 
Popt in between th' election and my hopes, 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 
And with fuch cozenage ; is't not perfect confeience, , 
To quit him with this arm ? and is't not to be damn'd, 
To let this canker of our mature come 
In further evil ? 

Hor. It muft be fhortly known to him from England, 
What is the ifTue of the bufinefs there. 

Ham. It will be fhort. 
The Interim's mine ; and a man's life's no more 
Than to fay, one. 
But I am very forry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes 1 forgot mylelf ; 
For by the image of my caufe I fee 
The portraiture of his ; I'll court his favour ; 
But, fure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a tow'ring paffion. 

Hor, Peace, who comes here ? 

MnOr 
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Enter Ofrick. 

O/r. YourLordftiipis right welcome back to Denmark. 

Hatru J> .humbly thank you, &ir.i Dofk know this 
water-fiy ? 

Hor. No, my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice 
to know him: he hath much land, and fertile; let a 
beaft he Lord of beafts, and his crib ihall itand at the 
King's meffe ; 'tis a chough j but, as I fay, fpacious in 
the pofTeUion of dirt. - > 

O/r. Sweet Lord, if your Lordihip were atleifure, I 
Ihould impart a thing to you from his Majefcy. 

Ham. 1 will receive it vvkh all diligence of fpirit : 
your bonnet to his right ufe,-— -»-'tts for the head. 

O/r. I thank your Lordfhip, 'tis very hot. (72) 

Ham. No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind is 
northerly. 

O/r. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 

Horn. But yet, methinks, it is very fukry, and hot 
for my complexion. 

O/r. Exceedingly, my Xord, it is very fultry, as 
'twere, I cannot tell how': — My Lord, his Majefty bid 
me fignify to you, that he has laid a great wager on 
your head : Sir, this is the matter 

Ham. I befeech you, remember—— 

O/r. Nay, in good faith, for mine eafe, in good faith: 
—Sir, here is newly come to Court, Laertes \ (73) believe 

me, 

(72) J f hanky cur Lordjhip, */ii very hot. 

Ham. No, believe ttte, *tis very cold j the wind is northerly* 
Ofr. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 

Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very fultry, and lot for my complexion. 
Ofr. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very fultry, as n t<were, I cannot till 
hcnv.~\ The humourous compliance of this fantaftic courtier, to every 
thing that Hamlet fays, is fo clofe a copy from Juvenal, (Sat. III.) 
that our Author muft certainly have had that picture in his eye. 
Rides f major e cacbinno 
Ccncutitur ; fiet,ji lacrymas afpexit amid, 
Ncc dolet : ignicu/um brumafi tempore pofcas, 
Aceipit endromidem : fi dixeris, ,/Eftuo, fudat. 

(73) Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes.] I have reftor'd here 
fcveral fpeeches from the elder quartos, which were omitted in the 

folio 
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me, an abfolute Gentleman, full of mod excellent Dif- 
ferences, of very foft fociety, and great (hew : indeed, 
to fpeak feelingly of him, he is the card or kalendar of 
gentry; for you (hall find in him the continent of what 
part a gentleman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, 
tho* I know, to divide him inventoriaHy would dizzy 
thearithmetick of memory ; and yet but raw neither in 
refpect of his quick fail: But, in the verity of extol- 
nient, I take him to be a foul of great article ; and his 
infufion of fuch dearth and rarenefs, as, to make true 
di&ion of him, his femblable is his mirrour ; and, who 
elfe would trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 
Oft, Your Lordfhip fpeaks moil infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy, Sir ? -Why do we wrap 

the Gentleman in our more rawer breath r 

[To Horatio. 

Oft. Sir, 

Hor. ] s't not poflible to underftand in another tongue ? 
y6u will do'tj Sir* rarely. 

Ham. Whatimports the nomination of this gentleman? 
Of. 0{ Laertes? 

Her. His purfe is empty already : all's golden words 
are fpent. 

Ham, Of him, Sir, 
Of. I know, you are not ignorant, 
Ham. I would, \ou did, tir; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approve me. — Well, Sir. 

Of*. You are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes 
is. 

Ham. I dare not corifefs that, left I lhould compare 
with him in excellence : but to know a man well, were 
to know himfelf. 

Ofr. I mean, Sir, for his weapon : but in the Impu- 
tation laid on him by them in his meed, he's unfellow'd. 

fofto edition?, and which Mr. Pope has Hkewife thought fit to fink 
upon us. They appear to me very well worthy not tp be loft, as 
they thoroughly flicw the foppery and affectation of Ofrick, and the 
humour and addrefs of ' Haynbt in accofting the other at once in his 
own vein and ftyle. 

Ham*. 
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Ham. What's his weapon ? 

O/r. Rapier and dagger. 

ham. That's two of his weapons ; bat well. 

O/r* The King, Sir, has wagd with him fix Barbary 
horfes, againft the which he has imponM, as I take it, 
fix French rapiers and poniards, with their affigns, as 
girdle, hangers, and fo : three of the carriages, in faith, 
are very dear to fancy, very refponfive to the hilts, moft 
delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit; 

Ham. What call yon the carriages ? 

Her. I knew, you muft be edified by the Margent, 
ere you had done. [/iftde, 

O/r. The carriages, Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. 1 he phrafe would be more germane to the 
matter, if we could carry cannon by our fides ; 1 would, 
it might be hangers till then. But, on ; fix Barbary 
horfes againft fix French fwords, their affigns, and three 
liberal-conceited carriages; that's the French bett againft 
the Danijh ; why is this impon'd, as you call it ? 

O/r. The King, Sir, hath laid, that in a Dozen Paffes 
between, you and bim> he (hall not exceed you three 
hits ; he hath laid on twelve for nine, and it would 
come to immediate trial, if your Lordfhip would vouch* 
fafe the anfwer. 

Ham. How if I anfwer, no ? 

O/r. I mean, my Lord,' the oppofition of your perfon 
in trial. 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walk here in the hall ; If it pleafe 
his Majefty, 'tis the breathing time of day with me ; 
let the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpofe, I will win for him if I can : if 
not, I'll gain nothing but my (ha me, and the odd hits. 

O/r. Shall I deliver you fo ? 

Ham. To this eJFeft, Sir, after what Hourifh your 
nature will. 

O/r. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip. [Exit. 

Ham. Yours, yours ; he does well to commend it 
himfelf, there are no tongues elfe for's turn. 

Hor % This lapwing runs away with the (hell on his 
head, 

flam* 



Hamlet, Prince 0/ Denmark, a jjr 

Ham. He did fo, Sir, with his dug before he fuck'd 
it : thus has he (and many more of the fame breed, that, 
I know, the drofly age dotes on) only got the tune of 
the time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of 
yefty collection, which carries them through and through 
the moll fond and winnowed opinions ; and do bat blow 
them to their trials, the bubbles are oat. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord, his Majefty commended him to you 
by young 0/rick t who brings back to him, that you at- 
tend him in the hall ; he fends to know if your pleafure 
hold to play with Laertes ; or that you will take longer 
time ? 

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes, they follow the 
King's pleafure ; if his fitnefs fpeaks, mine is ready, 
now, or whenfoever, provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The Xing, and Queen, and all are coming 
down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queen defires you to ufe fome gentle en- 
tertainment to Laertes* before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well inftru&s me. . [Exit Lord. 

Hor. You willlofe this wager, my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think fo ; fince he went into France* 
I have been in continual practice; I fh all win at the 
odds. But thou wouldft not think how ill all's here 
about my heart but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, my good Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is fuch a kind of gain- 
giving as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind diflike any thing, obey it. I will 
foreftal their repair hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; there is a fpecial 
providence in the fall of a fparrow. If it be now, 'tis 
not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now : If 
it be not now, yet it will come ; the readinefs is all. 
Since no man has aught of what he leaves, what is't to 
leave betimes ? 

Enter 
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\Enter TCing, $>ueerr f Laertes and Lords, Ofrick, nvitb other 
jlttendunts nvitb foils, and gay lets. A table, and 
Jlaggcns o/'wine on it. > 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. h % t 

Ha m. Give me your pardon, Sir ; I've done you wrong > 
But pardon't, as you arc a gentleman. 
This prefence knows, and you muft needs have heard, 
How ) am punifh'd with a fore diilra&ion. 
What I have done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs : 
Was't thmlet wrong'd Laertes ? never, Hamlet. 
I f Ha v. h t from hi m (el f be ta'en away, 
And, when he's not himfelf, docs wrong Laertes, 
Then Hm W does it not ; Hamlet denies it : 
"Who does it then ? his madnefs. if't be fo, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madnefs is poor Hj^ kt's enemy. 
Let my difclaiming from a purpos'd evil, 
Free me fo far in your mod generous thoughts, 
That I have (hot mine arrow o'er the houfe, 
And hurt my brother. 

Lair. I am fatisfied in nature, 
Whofe motive, in this cafe, mould flir me tnoft 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
I (land aloof, and will no reconcilement ; 
'Till by fome elder matters of known honour 
I have a voice, and prefident of peace, 
To keep my name ungor'd. But till that time, 
I do receive your offer 'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I embrace it freely, 
And will this brother's wager frankly play. 
Give us the foils. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham I'll be your fpil, L ertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your (kill (hall like a (tar i'th' darkeft night 
Stick fiery off, indeed. 

5 Latr. 
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Laer* You mock me, Sir. 

Ha». No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Of ch 
Hamlet, you know the wager. 

Ham. Well, my Lord ; 
Your Grace hath laid the odds o'th' weaker tide. 
1 King . I do not fear it* ? have feen you both : 
But lince he's betterM, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is too heavy, let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well ; thefe foils have all a length, 

[• 'repar.s to play % 

O/r. Ay, my good Lord. 

Kin^. Set me the floups of wine upon that table: 
If Hamlei gives the ilrft, or fecond, hit, 
Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fife; 
The King /hall drink to Hamlet's better breath : 
And. in the cup an Union (hall he throw, (74) 
Riche* than that which four fucceflive Kings 
In Denmark % crown have worn. Give me the cups; ' 
And let the kettle to the trumpets fpeak, 
The trumpets to the cannoneer without, 

(7.4) Jtnd in the cup an onyx Jball ht throw, 

Richer than that ivh'uh four fucceflive Kings 

In Denmaik'i crown have -joom.] This is a various reading 
in fever a I of the old copies $ but union Teems to me to be the true 
word, for feveral reruns. The onyx is a fpecles. of lucid ftone, of 
which the antieots made both columns and pavements for ornaments, 
and in whiph they likewife cutfeals, &c. but, if I am not miftaken, 
neither the onyx, nor fardonyx, are jewels which ever found place in 
an imperial crown. On the uher hand, an union is the fineft fort 
of peail, and has its place in all crowns and coronets, Multum enim 
inter eft utrum unio flatuatur in ceeno, an verh fitut & infertus in corona 
refplendeat : fays Theodora upon St. Mar hew. Befides, let us confi- 
dcr what the King lavs on Hamlet's giving Laertes the flrft hit. 

Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is thine i 

Here's to thy health. 
The terms upon which the King was to throw a jewel into the cup, 
were, if Hamlet g >ve Laertes the fii ft hit : which Hamlet does. There- 
fore, if an union be a pearl, and an onyx a gemm or (tone, q r!te dif- 
fering in its nature from pearls ; the King faying, that Hamlet has 
earn'd the pearl, I think, amounts to a demonftration that it was an 
Mton-fenl, which he meant -to threw, into tfee cup. 

The 
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The cannons to the heav'ns, the heav'ns to earth : 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet.— Come, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, Sir, 

Lrer. Come, my Lord* [They play. 

Ham. One, ■ ■ ■ 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgment. 

O/r. A hit, a very palpable hit, 

Laer. Well— again— 

King. Stay, give me drink. Hamlet, this pearl is thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 

[Trumpets found. Shot goes off. 

Ham. I'll play this bout firft, fet it by awhile. 

[They play. 
Come— another hit — what fay you ? 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confefs. 

King. Our fon fhall win. 

Queen. He's fat, and fcant of breath. 
Here, HamUt, take my napkin, rub thy brows \ 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam,—— 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my Lord ; I pray you, pardon me. 

King. It is the poifon'd cup, it is too late. [Afide. 

Hum. I dare not drink yet, Madam, by and by. 

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. I'll hit him now. 

King. I do not think't. * 

Laer. And yet it is almofl againft my confidence* 

[jifiu. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes, you but dally ; 
I pray you, pafs with your bed violence 5 
I am afraid, you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo ? come on. [^*f- 

O/r. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet ; then, in fcuffling t they 
change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 
Khg. Part them, they are inccns'd. 

Ham. 
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Ham. Nay, £ome again 

0/r. took to the Queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is't, my Lord ? 

O/-. How is't, Laertes f 

Lotr. Why, as a woodcock to my own fpringe, Ofrick ; 
I'm juftly kill'd with mine own treachery* 

Bam. How does the Queen i 

King. She fwoons to fee them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink—— 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
I am poifon'd [Queen diet. 

Ham. Oh villany ! ho ! let the door be lock'd : 
Treachery ! feek it out 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet, thou art (lain, 
No med'cine in the world can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half an hoar of life ; 
The treach'rous inftrument is in thy hand, (75) 
Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath tarn'd itfelf on me. Lo, here I lie. 
Never to rife again*; thy mother's poifon'd; 

(75) Tl* treach % rous hflrument is in thy band, 

Unbated and envenom'd.] The lung , in the fourth aff, in the 
fcene betwixt him and Laertes, fays $ 
■ So that with cafe, 
Or with a little muffling, you may chufe 
A fword unbated, and in a pafs of practiie 
Requite him for your father. 
In which paflfage the old folio* s read,. 
A fword unbake d « 
*rhlch makes nonfenfe of the place, and deftroyi the Poet's meaning* 
Unbated fignifics, unabated, unbhnttd, not charg'd with a button as 
foils are. There are many paflages in our Author, where hate and 
abate fignify to blunt. 

But doth relate and blunt his natural edge 

With profits of the mind. Mcaf.fir Mcaf 

That honour which mall bate his fcythe*s keen edge. 

Love's Labour Loft* 
For fr>m his metal was his party jfc/V, 
Which once in him abated^ all the reft 
Turn'd on themfelres like dull and heavy lead. 2 Henry IV. 
So, like wife, Ben Johnfin in his Sad Shepherd. 
As far as her proud fcorning him could bate, 
Or blunt the edge cf any lover's temper* 

Vol. VIII. L ' I caa 
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'. can no more the King, the King's to blame. 

Ha w. The point envenom'd too ? } m 

Then venom do thy work. [Stabs the King* i* 

JU. Treafon, treafon. .* 

Ki»g. O yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here, thou inceiluous, murd'rous, damned Dane 9 
Drink off this potion : is the Union here I 
r ollow my mother. [•&*£ *#«• J^^ 

/«*>■ He is juftly (erved. Sr^S 

t is a poifon temper'd by himfelf. '^™ 

Exchange forgivenefs with me, noble Hamlet ; fc 

Mine and my father's death come not on thee, 
tfor thine on me ! [Dies, 

Ham. Heav'n make thee free of it ! ! follow thee. 
I'm dead, Horatio ; wretched Queen, adieu ! 
fou that look pale, and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this aft, 
Wad I but time, (as this fell ferjeant death 
[s ftric~t in his arreft) oh, I could tell you 

But let it be Ho> atio, I am dead ; 

Thou liv'ft, report me and my caufe aright . 
To the unfatisned. 

Hur. Never, believe it. 
I'm more an antique R >nan than a Dane ; C -^ 

Here's yet fome liquor left. „ I -j 

Horn. As th' art a man, M -^ 

Give me th' cup ; let go ; by heav'n, I'll have't,. 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
Things Handing thus unknown, fhall live behind me? 
[f thou didlt ever hold me in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this ha'rfti world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my tale. [March afar off, and pout within. 

What warlike noife is this ? 

Enter Ofrick. 

Q/r. Young Fortinbrasy with conqueft come from 
To the A mbafTadors of EngL nd gives [ PoL nd, 

This warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio : 

3 * Th« 
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The potent poifon quite o'er-grows my (pirit ; 
] cannot live to hear the new3 from England* 
But I do prophcfy, th'- ele&ion lights 
Gn Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with th' occurrents more or lefs, 
Which have follicited. — The reft is file nee. [Dies. 

H)r. Now cracks a noble heart ; good-night, fweet 
And flights of angels fing. thee to thy reft 1 [Prince ; 
Why does the dram come hither ? 

Enter Fortinbras, and Englifh Ambajfadors* <u)itb drum* 
colour s> and attendants. 

Fort. Where is this fight ? 

Hot. What is it you would fee ? 
If aught of woe or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Fort. This quarry cries on havock. O proud 
death! (76) 
What feaft is tow'rd in thy infernal cell, 
That thou fo many Princes at a ihot 
So bloodily haft ftruck ? 

Jimb. The fight is difmal, 
And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are fenfelefs, that fhould give us hearing ; 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfill'd, 
That Rofincrant% and Guiidenjlern are dead : 
Where mould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
. Had it th* ability of life to thank you : 
He never gave commandment for their death, tyj) 

But 

(76) Ob, proud Death ! 

What feaft is toward in thy eternal «//.] This epithet, I think, 
has no great propriety here. I have chofe the reading of the old 
quarto editions, infernal. This communicates an image fuitable to 
the circumftance of the havock, which Fortinbras looks on and would 
reprefent in a light of horror. Upon the fight of fo many dead bodies, 
he exclaims againft death as an execrable, riotous, deftroycr j and as 
preparing to make a favage, and betlijb feaft. 

(77) He never gave commandment for their death.] We muft either 
believe, the Poet had forgot himfelf with regard to the circumftance 
oi Rofintrantx and Cuildenfterni death j or we muft imdeiftand him 

L z thus; 
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But fince fo full upon this bloody queftion, 
You from the AV«, k wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv'd ; give, order, that thefe bodies, 
High on a ftage be placed to the view, 
And let me fpeak to th* yet unknowing world, 
How thefe' things came about. So {hall you hear 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural a£b ; 
Of accidental judgments, cafual (laughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and fbre'd caufe? 
And, in this upfhot, purpofes miftook, 
Fall'n on th' inventors* heads. AJ1 this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us hade to hear it, 
And call the Noblefle to the audience. 
For me, with forrow I embrace my fortune ; 
1 have fome rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which, now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hor % Of that I (hall have alfo caufe to fpeak, 
And from his mouth whofe voice will draw on more : (78) 
But let this fame be prefently perform'd, 
Even while men's minds are wild, left morcmifchaive 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let four captains 
Bear Hamlet, like a foldier, to the ftage ; " 
For he was likely* had he been put on, 

fhus ; that he no otherwayf gave a. command for their deaths, than 
in putting a change upon the tenour of the King's commiflion, and 
warding off the fatal fentence from his own head. 

(78) And from bismoutb, wbofe voice will draw no more.] This is 
the reading of the olJ quarto's, but certainly a imfraken one. "We 
fay, a man will no mere draw breath j but that a man's voice will draw 
no more, is, I believe, an expreffion without any authority. J chafe 
to efpoufe the reading of the elder folio. 

And from bis nroutb, ivbofe voice wilt draw on more. 
And this is the Poet's meaning. Hamlet, juft before hi&death/had 
faid } 

But I do prophefy, th' election lights 
On Fortinbras s he has my dying voi e ; 
So tell bim, &c. 
Accordingly, Horatio here del'vers that meflage ; and very juftly 
infers, that Hamlet' % voice will be fee >r,dcd by others, and procure 
them in favour of Fortinbras' & fucceulon, 

Te 
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To have prov'd moll royally. And for his paflage, 
The foldier's mufick, and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for him 
Take up the body : fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here (hews much amifs. 
Go, bid the foldiers (hoot. 

[Exeunt , marching : after which, a pea! $f 
Ordnance is Jbst of[ % 
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O T H E L L O, (i) 

The Moor of Venice. 



act IS. 

S C EN.Ei *Strtetin VENTCE.. 
Enter Rodorigo and Iago, . 

RODORICO. 

JK^^jp^EVER tell me, I take itmach Unkindly, . 

^H M to That them, lage 9 wha haft had my purfe, . 

gj ™ K As i£ the. ftring? were thine, ihouldft know- 

felflCW of this*, 

**-*. j(t -*i j ag0m But y^u not hear mc. . 

If ever I did dream* of wch a matter, abhor me.' . 

(?) Othello.] The- groundwork* of tHs play is built on a novel of ■ 
Cintbio Giraldi, (Dec. 3. Nov. 7.) whofeems to have dffignM his tale 
a document to young ladies againft disproportion' d marriage: </i nbn 
fe atcompagnare con bvomo, cut la natura &f il ado* & il modo dtlfo* 
w&dijgiunge da uo'i ; That they mould not link thcmfelm to fuch, . 

X- 5 agajnfcJ 
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Rta. Thou told'ft me, thou didft hold him in thjrliatev 
- lago. Dcfpife me, 

If I do not. Three great ones of the city, 
In perfonal fait to make me his lieutenant, 
OfF-capp'd to him : and, by the faith of man, (2) 
I know my price, I'm worth no worfe a place. 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpofe, 

againft whom nature, providence, and a different way of living have 
interposed a bar. Out Poet inculcates no fucb moral : but rather,, 
that a woman may fall in love with the virtues and mining qualities 
of a man ; and therein overlook the difference of complexion and 
colour. Mr. Rymer has run riot againft the conduct, manners, fen- 
timents, and diction, of this play : but in fuch a (train, that one is 
mov'd rather to laugh at the freedom and coarfenefs of his raillery, 
than provok'd to be downright angry at his cenfures. T«» take a 

-fliort fample of his criticifm $ " Sbakefptare in this play calls 'em 

«« the fuper-fuptle Venetians: yet examine thoroughly the tragedy, 
" there is nothing in the noble Defdmona % that is not below any 
" country chamber-maid with us. And the account, he gives of 
«* their noblemen and fenate, can only be calculated for. the lati- 
" tude of Gotham, The character of the Venetian ftate is to em- 
*' ploy ft rangers in their wars: but inall a poet thence fancy, that 
" they will fet a tiegn to be their general ? or truft a Moor to de- 
«« fend them againft the furl? With us' a Slack- a-moor might rife 
" to be a trumpeter j but Sbakefpeare would not have him lei's than 
<* a lieutenant-general. With us a Moor might marry fome little 
" drab, or fmallceal-wcnch ; Sbakejpeart would provide hwn the 
*' daughter and heir of fome great lord, or piivy-counfellor : and 
*' all the town mould reckon it a very fuitable match. Yet the 
*• Englijb are not bred up with that hatred and averfion to the Moors y 
€< as are the Vcnmam t who fuffer by a perpetual hoftility from them. 
*' Littora littoribus contrarla. Nothing is more cdious in nature 
". than an improbable lie : and certainly never was any play fraught 
" like this of Otbelh with improbabilities/' &V. 

Thus this critick goes on j, hut fuch reflexions require no ferious 
•nfwer. This tragedy will continue to have lading charms enough 
to make us blind to fuch abfurdities, as. the Poet thought were not 
worth his care. 

(*) Oh capt to him :] Thus the oldefr quarto, and fome modern 
editions: but I have chofe to reftore tbe reading of the fir ft and 
fr.cond folio impreffions, off-capt\ i.e. ftood cap in hand, foliciting 
him. So, in Antony j— 1 have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes* 
And in Timor « 

And let his very breath, whom thoul't obferve, 

Blow ojfihy cap. 

Evade 
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Evade them with a bom baft circurnftance, 

Horribly ftuft with epithets of war, 

And, in conclufion, 

Non-fuits my mediators. " Certes, fays he, 

"I have already chofe my Officer." 

And what was he ? 

For footh, a great arithmetician, 

One Vichad Catfio ;— (" the Florentine's (3) 

" A fellow almoft daran'd in a fair wife;") — 

That 

(3) Forfootb, a great arithmetician, 

0n§ Michael Cafllo, a Florentine, 

A fellow almofi damn'd In a fair wi/e.] Thus has this paflage 
ignorantly been corrupted, (as Mr. fVa*burton like wife faw with 
xne 5) by falfe pointing, and an inadvertence to matter of fact, thro' 
the whole courfe of the editions. By the bye, this play was not pub- 
li&Vd even fingly, that I can find, till fix years after the Author's 
death : and by that interval became more liable to errors. Til fub- 
join the correction, and then the reafons for it. 

Andy in conclufion, 

Nonfuits my mediators : Certes^ fays be % s 

" I have already cbofe my officer j"— 

And what was be f 

Forfootb, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Caflio ;— (" the Florentine*! 

*' A fellow almofi damnd in a fair wife $"— ) 

That never, &C. 
This pointing fets circumftances right, as I (hall immediately ex- 
plain; and it gives a variety, in Iago reporting the behaviour of 
Oihello, to ftart into thefe breaks j now, to make Othello fpeak ; 
then, to interrupt what Oihello fays, with his own private reflections | 
i then, again, to proceed with Othello' % fpeethess— for this not 
only marks the inquietude of Iago* s mind upon the fubject in hand ; 
but likewife (hews the actor in the variation of tone and gefture, 
whiift he (in a breath, as 'twere) perfonates alternately Othello and 
liimfelf. Befides, to come to the neceflity of the change made ; 
Iago, not CaJJioy was the Florentine j lag 0, not Cajfio, was the married 
man j lago's wife attends Dsfdemona to Cyprus j Cajpo has a miftreft 
there, a common ftrumpet j and Iago tells him in the fourth act, 

She gives it out, that you (hall marry her, 
Which would be very abfurd, if Cajfio had been already married at 
Venice. Befides,our Poet follows the authorit / of his novel in giving 
the villainous enfign a fair wife. " Havea fmilmente menata quefto 
*' Malvaeio la fua Moglie in Cipri, la quale era bella & honeftag/o- 
" vane "Aid it is very good reafon for rejecting Iago, becaufe he was 
a named nun, and might be thought too much govenTd by his wife 

L 6 to 
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That never fet a fqnadron in the field, 

Nor the divifion of a battle knows 

More than a fpinfter ; bat the bookifli theorick, 

Wherein the toged coimfrors can. propofe (4) 

As maflerly as he; mere prattle,, without pra&ice, 

Is 

to be capable of this charge. An- this was a natural objection in an 
unmarried genera], as QtBelfo was when he chofe his officers. Jago- 
therefore was the fellow ahnoft damnd in a fairntift r which it aa 
exprefllon obfcure enough to deferve a fliort explanation. The Poet' 
m?ans, Iago had (0 beautiful a wife, that me was his beaxfen on earth $ 
that he idolixd her; and forgot to- think of happinefs in an after* 
flat*, as placing all his views of blifs in the Angle enjoyment of her* 
In this fenfe, Beauty, when it can Co feduee and ingrofs a man's 
thoughts, may be hitalmoft to damn him. Jejjiea; fpeaking of Baf- 
fanwt happinefs in a wife, fays fome thing almoft equal to this. 
For having fuch a bieffing in his lady, 
He finds the joys of beax/en here on earth 5; 
And if on earth he do not merit it, 

In reafon he mould never come to beavfn. Mereb. o/*Venice.- 
Beaumont and Fletcher like wife, in their King and no Kirg, make 
Tigranes fpeak of fuch a degree -of beauty fufHcient to damn fouls. 
had me fo tempting fair, 
That me could wim it off for damning f?iulr. 
i. e either, for thst it did damn fouls ; or, for fear it ffiould. 

(4) Wherein the tongued confuls.] So the generality of the impref- 
fioni read ; but the oldeft quarto has it, toged ^ (which gave the hint 
for my emendation ;) the fen a tors, that arilfted the duke in council*, 
in their proper gowns,— Ia%o, a little lower, fays to Brabantio. 
Zounds, Sir, you're robb'd : for- ffcamc, put on your gewn ; 
Kow, I think, 'lis pretty certain, that Iago does not mean, " Slip onA 
•• your night-gown, but your gown of office, your Jenatorial gown f 
** put on your authority, and pursue the thief who has nole your 
" daughter.*' Befidcs, there is not that contra/?: of terms betwixr 
tonguedf. as- there is betwixt toged, and foldierjbip . This reading it 
peculiarly proper here ; and the fame oppoiition is almoft for even 
made by the Roman waters. For inftance j 
Cicero in Offic. 

Codant Arraa Toga-, 
Idem in Pifonem. 

—Sed quod Facts eft Ufignt & Ot'ii, Toga : eontreb autent- 
Arma, Tumult {h atque Belli. 

Veil. Faterculus de Scipione iEmiliano. 

p aternijqut Lucii Pauli Fir tutibutJimiUimuty omnibus Belli 
sc Togae dot'tbus, &c. 
Caflius Ciceroni. 

Etenim tua Toga cmnlum Armisfe/icior 9 

Qtidt 
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Js all Ri* foldierflrip he had th' ele&ion ; 

.And I, of whom his eyes had feen the proof 

At Rhotts, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 

Chriftian and heathen muft be belee*d and calm-'d (5) 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counttr-Cafltr ? 

He, in good time, muft his lieutenant be, 

And J, (God bids the mark !> his mooHhip's ancient. 

Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his hangman. 

lago. But there's no remedy, 'tis the coHe of fervice ; 
Preferment goes by letter and afie&onv 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 

Ovid. Metamor. lib. xr. ■ 1 

Csefar in urbefudDeus eft ; quem Marte Togaque, 

Pr*cif>uuw f &c. 
Idem in Bpift. ex Ponto, li. *• Ep. r. 

—Jim wane bete a>me,juvenum belldque togSque 

Maxim. Juvenal. Sat. to, 

—nocitur* Tega\ nocitura petnntur 

MiliriS. 
And in a great number of paiTages more, that might be quoted. 
But now let me proceed to explain, why I have ventured to fubftitute 
nttnj'ellort in the room of cmtuls t and then, I hope, the alteration 
-will net appear arbitrary. The Venetian nobility, 'tis well known, 
conftituie the great council of the. fen ate,, and are a part of the ad- 
ministration \ and fammon'd to aflift and counsel the Doge, who is 
prince cf the fenate j and, in that regard, has only precedency before 
the other magrftrates. So that, in this rel^ecl, they may very pro* 
pcrly be call'd counjellors. Again, when the officer comes from the 
duke to Brabantio, hi a fub&quent fcene of this ad, he fays, 

The Duke's in council, and your noble felf, 

I'm fure, is fent for. 
And v*hen Brabantio comes into the fenate, the duke fays to him J 

We lack' 4 your connfel, and your help to-night. 
Now Brabantio was a fenaicr, but no con Jul. Be fides, tho* the go- 
vernment of Venice vi as democratic at ri r ft, under confuh and tn burnt j 
that form of power has been totally abrogated, fince Doges have been 
•lecled : and whatever confuls of other ftates may be rcfident there, 
yet they have no more a voice, or place, in. the pnblick councils,, or 
in what concerns peace or war, than foreign ambafladbrs can have in- 
our* parliament. 

(5) Muft be led and calm'd.] There is no confonance cf metaphor 
in thefe two terms. 1 have chofe to read with the fir (I folio, and 
feveral other of the old editions. Belce'd is a lea- term as well as 
caim J \ and a flip t» &id to be belee'd, when roe lies clofe under the 
w&dt on Che lee more j ir.ak?s no fail. 

Stood 
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Stood heir to th' firft. Now, Sir, be judge yourfelf. 
If I in any juft term am affign'd 
To love the Moor. 

R$d. 1 would not follow hinvthen. 

logo. O Sir, content you ; 
I follow him to ferve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be mailers, nor all mailers 
Cannot be truly follow'd. Vou (hall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obfequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his mailer's afs, 
For nought but provender; and when he's old, cafhier'd ; 

Whip me fuch honefl knaves Others there are, 

Who, trimm'd in forms and vifages of duty, 

Reep.yet their hearts attending on themfelves ; 

And, throwing but fhows of fervice on their lords, 

Well thrive by them ; and when they've lin'd their coats, 

Do themfelves homage. Thefe folks have fome foul, 

And fuch a one do 1 profefs myfelf. 

It is as fure as you are Rodorigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be Ligo : 

In following him, I follow but myfelf, 

Heav'n is my judge, not I, for love and duty, 

But, feeming fo, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward action doth demonftrate „ 

The native adl and figure of my heart 

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 

But 1 will wear my heart upon my fleeve, 

For daws to peck at ; I'm not what I feem. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
If he can carry her thus ? 

lago. Call up her father, 
Foufe him, make after him, poifon his delight ; 
Proclaim him in the flreets, incenfe her kinfmen ; 
And tho' he in a fertile climate dwell, 
Plague him with flies ; tho' that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw fuch changes of vexation on't, 
As it may lofe fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her father's houfc, I'll call aloud. 

Iago. 



L 



Moor of V e n i ce. 255 

Iago. Do, with like timorous atceat, and dire yell, 
As when, by niaht and negligence, the fire 
Is fried in populous cities. 

Rod. What, ho ! Brabant to ! Signior Brabantio f ho. 
Iago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! ho! thieves! 
thieves ! 
look to your houfe, your daughter, and your bags : 
Thieves! thieves! 

Brabantio appears above at a Window. 

Bra. What is the reafon of this terrible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 

Iago. Are all doors lock'd ? 

Bra. Why ? wherefore afk you this f [your gown, 

Iago. Zounds ! Sir, you're robb'd, for fhame, put on 
Your heart i$ burft, you have loft half your foul : 
Ev'n now, ev*n very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arife, -arife, 
Awake the fnorting citizens with the bell, 
Or elfe the Devil will make a grand/ire of you. 
Arife, [ fay. 

Bra . What, have you loft your wits ? 

Rods Moft reverend iignior, do you know my voice ? 

Bra. Not 1 ; what are you I 

Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome ; 
I've charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors : 
Jn honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay, 
My daughter's not for thee. And now in madnefe, 
Being full of fupper and diftemp'ring draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery doft thou come 
To flart my quiet. 

Roi. Sir, Sir, Sir—— 

Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 
My fpirit and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rqj. Patience, good Sir. 

Bra. What tell'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice : 
My houfe is not a grange. < 

Rod. 
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Ro4. Moft grave Brabaath, 
In fimple and pure foul, I come to you. 

logo Zounds I Sir, you are orie of thofe that wilf 
nor ferve God, if the Devil bid you. Becaufe we come 
to do you fervice, you think we are ruffians ; you'll have 
your daughter cover'd with a Barbary horfe, you'll have 
your nephews neigh to you ; you'll have couriers- for. 
coufins, and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

Iago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beaft with, 
two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Iago. You are a fenator. 

Bra. This thou (halt anfwer. I know thee, Rottorigo. 

Rod. Sir, 1 will anfwer any thin?. But I befeech you,, 
JPt be your pleafure and moft wife confent, 
(As partly, 1 find, it is,) that your fair daughter. 
At this odd even and dull watch o'th' night 
Tranfported with no worfe nor betterguard, 
But with a knave of hire* 2L,Gondelier r . 
To the grofs clafps of a lafcivious .Moor.: 
If this be known to -you, and 'your allowance, 
We then have dbne you bold and faucy wrongs^ . 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, . 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do £Ot believe j. 
That from the fenfe of all civility 
I thus would playi and 2 trifle with your reverence. -._ 
Your daughter, if you have not giv'n her leave, 
I fay again, hath made a grofs revolt ; 
Tying her. duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 
To an extravagant and wheeling ftranger, 
Of here and every where ; ftraight fatisfy yourfelfc: 
If (he be in her chamber, or your houfe, 
Let loofe on me the juftice of the State 
Tor thus deluding you-. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho ! 

Give me a taper ; call up all my people ;— — 

This accident is not unlike my dream,. 

Belief 
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elief of it opprefTes mc already. 
Light, I fay, light ! 

lago. Farewel ; for I muft leave you. 
Jt feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if I flay, I (hall) 
-Againft the Moor. For I do know, the State, 
.However this may gall him with fome check, 
Cannot with fafety call him. For he's embark'd 
'With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus 9 wars, 
^Vhich ev'n now (land in aft, that, for their fouls, 
-/mother of his fadom they have none, 
To lead their bufmefs. In which regard, 
Tho' J do hate him as I do hell's pains, 
Yet, for necefiity of prefent life, 
1 muft (hew out a flag and fign of love : [him, 

(Which is, indeed, but fign.) That you may furely find 
Lead to the Sagittary s the rais'd fearch ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewel. [Exit, 

Enter Brabantio, andfervants 'with torches* 

Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone (he is ; 
And what's to come of my defpifed time, 
Is nought but bitternefs. Now, Rodorigo, 
Where didffc thou fee her ? oh unhappy girl I 
With the Moor, faidft thou ? who would be a father ? 
How didft thou know 'twas (he f oh, (he deceives me 
Pair, thought — What faid (he to you ? get more tapers— 
Raife all my kindred — are they married, think you ? 

Rod. Truly, 1 think, they are. 

Bra. Oh heaven ! how gat (he out I 
Oh treafon of my blood! 

Fathers, from hence truft not your daughters' minds 
By what you fee them aft. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd ? have you not read, Rodorigo, 
Cf fome fuch thing ? 

Re/. Yes, Sir, I have, indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother; oh, 'would you had had her ; 

Some one way, fome another Do you know 

Vt here we may apprehend her and the Moor I 

1 Rod. 
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Rod. I think, I can difcover him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Br*. Pray you, lead on. At every houfe I'll call, 
I may command at moft ; get weapons, hoa ! 
And raife fome fpecial officers of might : 
On, good Rodorig< 9 I'll deferve your pains. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, changes to another Street, before the 
Sagittary. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants with Torches. 

lago. 'T' HO' in the trade of war I have (lain men, 
JL Yet do I hold it very fluff o'th' confcience 
To do no contriv'd murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me fervice.— Nine or ten times 
I thought to've jerk'd him here under the ribs. 

Otk. It's better as it is. 

Iago. Nay, but he prated, 
And fpoke fu'ch fcurvy and provoking terms 
Againft your honour; 
That, with the little godlinefs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But 1 pray, Sir, 
Are you faft married ? for, be fure of this, 
That the magnifico is much belov'd, 
And hath in his effect a voice potential (6) 
As double as the Duke's : he will divorce you, 
Or put upon you what reftraint or grievance 
The law (with all his might t'enforce it on) 
Will give him cable. 

Oth. Let him do his fpight : 
My (ervices, which I have done the fignory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. ' JTis yet to know, 

(6) And hath in bis ejfe& a voice potential, 

As double as the Duke's.] Rymer fcems to have had his eye 
on this paflage amongft others, when he talks fo much of the im- 
propriety and barbarity in the ftyle of this play. But it is, in truth, 
$ very elegant Gretifm* As double, fignifies, as large, as extenfive. 
So the Greeks us'd toirX*?c, for, latus, grandis, as well as, duplex * 
and, in the fame manner and conftrudtions, the Lathes fometimes 
us'd their "duplex* Mr. IVarburtan. 

(Which, 
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(Which, when I know that boafting is an honour, 

I (hall promulgate) I fetch my life and being (7) 

From- men of royal iiege; and my demerits 

May fpeak, and bonnetted, to as proud a fortune 

As this that I have reach'd. For know, Ia±o, 

But that 1 love the gentle De/demon*, 

I would not my oinhoufed free condition 

Put into circumfcription and confine, 

For the fea's worth. But look ! what lights come yonder ? 

Enter Caffio, <witb torches. 

lago. Thofe are the raifed father, anji his friends : 
You were bed go in. 

Otb. Not I : [ mull be found. 
My parts, my title and my perfect foul 
Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they? 

lago. By Janu< 9 I think, no. 

Qtb. The Servants of the Duke, and my lieutenant : 

{7) .1 fetch my Tife and being 

From men of royal Jiege 5 and my dements 
May fpeak unbonnetted to a* proud a fortune 
At this thai I have reacted.] Thus all the copict read this paf- 
lage. But, to fpeak unbonnetted, is to fpeak with the cap off, which 
is directly oppoiite to the Poet's meaning. So, in King Lear j 
This night, in which the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf, 
Keep their furr dry, unbonnetted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 
Othello means to fay, that his birth and fervices fet him upon fuch 
a rank, that he may fpeak to a fenator of Venice with his hat on \ 
i. e. without (hewing any marks of deference, or inequality, I, 
therefore, am inclin'd to think, Sbakefpeare wrote 5 
May fpeak, and bonnetted, &c. 
Or, if any like better the change of the negative un, in the cor* 
rupted reading, into the epitatic m, we may thus reform it : 
May fpeak imbonnetted, &c, 
I propos'd the correction of this paflage in my Shakespeau Re- 
fold ; upon which, Mr. Pope, in his laft edition, has found out ano- 
ther expedient, and would read, 

May fpeak unbonnetting, cjfr. 
i. *. as he fays, without puffing off the bonuett. But the fenfe thus it 
equivocal and obfcure t and unbonnetting more naturally fignifies, 
pulling off the bonnett, than the contrary. 

The 
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The goodnefs of the night upon you, friends I 
What is the news ? 

C f. The Duke doth greet you, general ; 
And he requires your hade, poft-hafte, appearance, 
Ev'n on the in flan t. 

Oth, What is the matter, think you ? 

Caf Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
It is a bufinefs of fome heat. The Gallies 
Have fent a dozen fequent mefTengers 
This very night, at one another's heels : 
And many of the couns'lors, rais'd and met, (8) 
Are at the Duke's already. Youhave been hotly calPdfbr, 
When, being not at your lodging to be found,, 
The Senate lent above three feveral quefts* 
To fearch you out. 

Ob, Tis well I am found by you : 
I will but fpend a word here in the houfe, 
And go with you. [Exit Othello. 

Caf, Ancient, what makes he here I 

Za^. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-carrack ; 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for even 

Caf, I do not underftand* 

lago. He's married. 

Caf. To whom t 

lago. Marry, to Come, Captain, will you go ? 

Enter Othello. 

Oth, Have with you. 

Caf. Here comes another troop to feek for you* 

Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and torches 

lago. It is Brabantio : General, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 
Oth, Holla ! ftand there. 

(8) And many of the Confuls, rais'd and met, 

Are at the Duke's already. ] Thus all the editions concur in* 
reading j but there is no fuch character as a Conful appears in any part 
of the play. I change it to Cw»/«/&rrj i. e. the grandees that con- 
ftjtote the great council at Venice. The reafoiv I have already given, 
ibore, in the clofe of the 5th note, 
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• » 

$W. Signior, it is the Moor. 

B>a. Down with him, thief! 

[Tba drams on both fides % 

Iago* You, Rodorigo! come, Sir, I am for you — 

Otb. Keep up your bright fwords, for the dew will 
ruft 'em. 
jood Signior, you (hall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. [daughter; 

Bra. O thou foul thief! where hath thou ftow'd my 
)amn'd as thou art, thou had enchanted her ; 
r or I'll refer me to all things of fenfe, 
f flie in chains of magick were not bound, 
Vhether a maid, fo tender, fair and happy, 
!o oppofite to marriage, that fhe fhunn'd (9) 

(9) thatjbejhund 

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation J] TW I have not 
ifturb'd the text here, I ought to fubjoin « very probable conjecture 
vhich Mr. fVarberion propos'd to me. 

The wealthy culled darting* of our nation, 
. e. pick'd, felec*r, chofen, from the common futtore. For the epi- 
het curled, as he obferves, was no mark of diftinelion or difference 
etween a Venetian and a Moor j which Utter people are remarkably 
urVd by Nature. And tho* culled now, when our ears are nicer 
hari our underirandings, may not fo frequently find a place in the 
7rama$ the fame objection did not lie to the found of it in Sbakef- 
*art* days. 

X>f all complexions the culPd fov'reignty. Love's Labour Loft, 

Call for our chiefeft men of difcipline 

.To cull the plots of be ft advantages. King John. 

Then in a moment Fortune wall cull forth 

/>ut of one fide her happy minion. Ibid* 

Before. I drew this gallant head of war, 

AndxuWd thefe fiery fpirits from the world 

To out-look conqueft. lbid % 

For who is he, whofe chin is but enrich *d 

With one appearing hair, that. will not follow 

Thefe culVd and choice-drawn cavaliers to.Francef Henry V, 

Now ye familiar fpirits, that arc-cuIFJ 

Out of the powerful regions under earth, I Henry VI. 

And here's a lord, come knights from eaft to weft, 

And cull their flow'r, Ajax {hall cope thebeft. Troth andCreJfi, 

No, Madam 5 we hav* culVd fuch neceflTaries • 

As are behovefull for our ftate to-mosrow. Rom, and Jul* 

Jin tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 

Culling of fimples, Ibid* 

&c. &c, &(• 

The 
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The wealthy culled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, t'incur a general mock, 
Run From her guardage to the footy boibm 
Of fuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight ? 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not grofs in fenfe, (10) 
That thou haft practis'd on her wich/oul charms, 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals* 

( 10) Judge me the world, if '//x not grofs in fenfe, 

'That thou baft f>raclis*d on her with foul charms , 
AbuCd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals, . 

That weaken motion.] Brabant to is here accufing Othello **\ 
having us'd fome foul play, and intoxicated Pefdemona by drugs aat^ 
potions to win her over to his love. But why, drugs to weaker^ 1 
motion t How then could (he have run away with him voluntari^ ^ 
from her father's houfe ? Had (he been averfe to chufing Othello, th«^" 
he had given her medicines that took away the ufe of her limbed* 
might (he not fttll have retained her fenfes, and oppos'd the mar"^* 
riage ? Her father, 'tis evident, from feveral of bis fpeeches, is pofi^^" 
tive that me muft have been abufed in her rational faculties j or fliis^^ 
could not have made fo prepofterous a choice, as to wed with a Moor^^" 
a black, and refufe the fineft your g gentlemen in Venice, What thenH^ 
have we to do with her motion being weakened r If I onderftan<£~ 
any thing of the' Poet's meaning here, I cannot but think, he muffed 
have wrote 5 

Abui'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals, 
That weaken notion. 
i. e. her apprebenfon, right conception and idea of things, under/landing, 
judgment, &c. ' Pis ufual with us to fay, we have no notion of a thing, 
when we would mean, we don't very clearly underftand it. The 
Roman ClaiTkks ufed the word in the fame manner 5 and Cicero has 
thus defin'd it for us. Notion em appeilo, quod Grace, turn iroutv tim 
«Erg0\t)4<<y. Dei notionem nullum animal eft auod habeat prater homU 
stem. Idem I. de Legibus. Cujui rei rattonem notionemque eodem *>o- 
lumine tradidit. Plin. lib. 17. cap, z%, &V. Nor is our Author infre- 
quent in the ufage of this term. 

Does Lear walk thus ? fpeak thus ? Where are his eyes ? 

Either his notion weakens, his difcernings 

Are lethargicd, &c. Xing Lear. 

Your judgments, my grave Lords, 

Muft give this cur the 1 ,e 5 and his own notion, 

Who wears *ny ftripes, &c. Coriolanus. 

And all things elfe, that might 
To half a foul, and to a notion eras' d 

Say, thus did Banauo, Macbeth, 

And, 
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That weaken Notion. I'll liav't difputed on ; 

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abufer of the world, a pradtifer 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant ; 
L ay hold upon him ; if he do refift, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

0/:~. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft. 
Were it my cue to fight, ( mould have known it 
Without a prompter. Where will you I go 
To anfwer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon, 'till fit time 
Of law, and coarfe of dire& feflion 

Call thee to anfwer. 

Otkr. Whatifldoobev? 

JHow may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Wfcofe meflengers are here about my fide, 

Upon feme prefent bufinefs of the otate, 

To bring me to him ? 

Oft. True, moft worthy fignior. 

The Duke's in Council; and your noble felf, 

I'm fure, is fent for. 

Bra. How ! the Duke in Council ? 

In this time of the night ? bring him sway ; 

Mine's not an idle caufe. The Duke himfclf. 

Or any of my brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own ; 

For if fuch aftions may have patiage free, (11) 

^Bond-Haves, and Pageants, (hall our Statefmen be. 

{Exeunt. 

And, in CymbtUnt, he has exprefs'd the fame idea by an equivalent 
term. . ... 

The drug he gave me, which he faid was precious 
And cordial to me, have t not found it 
Murtb" rout to th' fertfes t 
I rm^e this emendation in the Appendix to my SHAtBSPZARE 
Repot" d, and Mr. Pope has adopted it in his laft edition* 
1 > r r' y ::..■ tliom may have pajfiige free, 

t- ■■:'■' - . mgao* (hall ow flatejmen 6e.] I have long hal a 

fcfpicion of pagan* here. Would Brabanth infer, if his private in- 
jury 
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SCENE changes to the Senate Houfe. 

Duke and Senators, fet at a table ixitb lights, and 
attendants, 

D he. *T*HERE is no compofition in thefe news, 
X That gives them credit. 

i Sen. Indeed, they're difproportion'd ; 
My letters fay, a hundred and feven gallies. 

Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred; 
But though they jump not on a jutt account, 
(As in thefe cafes, where they aim reports, 
Tis oft with diff'rence ;) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkijb Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is poflible enough to judgment; 
[ do not fo fecure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 
[n fearful fenfe. 

Sailors within.] What hoa ! what hoa ! what hoa ! 

Enter Sailors. 
Off. A meffenger from the gallies. 

ury were n**t redrefs'd, the fenate mould no longer pretend to cal0 
hemfclves cbrift'tant? But pagans are as Ariel and moral, we find^ 
31 the world over, as the moft regular cbr'ifi'tansy in the prefervation* 
f private property. The difference of faith is not at all concern'd^ 
ut mere human policy, in afcertaining the right of meum and tuum** 
have ventur'd to imagine, that our Author wrote, 

Bondflaves and pageants /ball our ftatejmen be* 
, e. if we'll let fuch injurious actions go unpuniflTd, our ftatefmen - 
auft bejlaves, cypher* in office > and have no power of redrefiing j be- 
hings of mecr (how, and gaudy appearance only. 
So, in Meafurefor Meafure; 

Mine were the very cypher of a function, 

To fine the faults, whofe fine ftands in record, 

And let go by the actor. 
And, fo, in King Henry V1I1. 

-if we ft and ftill in fear 
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Our motion will be moclc'd or carped at, 
We (hould take root here where we fit ; 
Or fit Jiate-Jlatuet only. 



Duke. 
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Duke. Now ! — what's the bufinefs ? 
Sail. The Turkijh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here to the State. 
Duke* How fay you by this change ? 
1 Sen. This cannot be, 
By no aflay of reafon. 'Tis a pageant, 
1 o keep us in falfe gaze ; when we coniider 
Th' importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 
And let ourfelves again but understand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queftion bear it ; (12) 
For that it Hands not in fuch warlike brace. 
But altogether lacks th' abilities 
That Rhodes is drefs'd in. if we make thought of this, 
We mud not think the Turk is fo unfkilful, 
To leave that lateft, which concerns him firft ; 
Neglecting an attempt of eafe and gain, 
To wake, and wage, a danger profitlefs. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 
Ojffi. Here is more news. 

Enter a Mejfettger, 

Mef. The Ot somites, (reverend and gracious,) 
Steering with due courfe toward the lfle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after-fleet— 

1 Sen. Ay, fo I thought ; how many, as you guefs ? 

Mtf. Of thirty fail ; and now they do re-ftem 
Their backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their Purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Your trufty and moll valiant Servitor, 

(12) So may be with more fertile quetlion bear if $] This is Mr. Pope** 
reading $ but upon what authorities, I am yet to learn. All the old 
impreffions, quarto s and folio s, I know, have it $ 
So may bejoitb more facile queftion bear it. 
f. e. He may with a more eafy ftruggle, with fefs ftrength, carry 
Cyprus 1 and the Poet fubjoins this reafon for it, becaufe Cyprut was 
not near fo well fortified, nor in the condition to oppofe, as Rhodes 
was. I ought to mention, to the praife of my friend Mr. Warbur- 
ton's fagacity, that tho* he had none of the old editions to collate or 
refer to, he fent me word by letter, that the context abfolutely xe- 
<ipir'd facile queftion. 

Vol. VIII. M With 
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With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus: Marcus Luccieos, 
Is he not here in town ? 

I Sen. He's now in Florence, 

Duke. Write from us, to him, poll, poft-hafte, difpatch. 

I Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 

To them, inter Brabantio, Othello, Caffio, Iago, 
Rodorigo, and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we muft ftraight employ you, 
A gain ft the general enemy Ottoman. 
I did not fee you ; welcome, gentle fignior : [ToBrabzn. 
We lack'd your counfel, and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours ; good your grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of bufinefs, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general 
Take hold on me ; For my particular grief * 
Js of fo flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature, 
That it ingluts and fwallows other forrows, 
And yet is ftill itfelf. 

Duke. Why ? what's the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter ! oh, my daughter i 

Sen. Dead? 

Bra. To me ; 
She is abus'd, ftoll'n from me, and corrupted 
By fpells and medicines, bought of mountebanks ; 
For nature fo prepofteroufly to err, 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,) 
Sans Witchcraft could not 

Duke. Who-e'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herfelf, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You (hall yourfelf read in the bitter letter, 
After your owri fenfe : yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly 1 thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it feems, 
Your fpecial mandate, for the State-affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 
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AIL We're very forry for't. 

Duke. What in your own part can you fay to this ? 

[/"•Othel. 

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Otb. Moft potent, grave, and reverend figniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good mailers ; 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moft true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am 1 in my fpeech, 
And little blefs'd with the foft phraie of peace ; 
For fince thefe arms of mine had feven years' pith, 
Till now, fome nine moons wafted, they have us'd 
Their deareft a&ion in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I fpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle ; 
And therefore little fhall 1 grace my caufe, 
In fpeaking for myfelf. Yet, by your patience, 
I will a round unvarniftYd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courfe of love ; what drags, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magick, 
(For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
1 won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden, never bold; 
Of fpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
Blufh'd at itfelf ; and (he, in fpight of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what me fear'd to look on— 
It is a judgment maim'd, and moft imperfeft, (13) 
That will confefs, affettion fo could err 
Againft all rules of nature ; and muft be driven 

To 

(13) It is a judgment mairnd and moft imperftcl 
That will confefs, perfection fo could err 
Againft all rules of Mature, \ Perfection erring f feeiss a contra* 
didion in terminis, as the fchoolmen call it. Betides, Brabantio does 
not bitcon his daughter out for a thing of abfolute perfe&ion j he 
only fays, we was indued with fuch an extreme innate modefty, that 
for- her to fill in love fo prepofteroufly, -no found judgment could al- 
low, but it muft be by magical practice upon her. I have vtntur'd to 
imagine that our Author wrote 5 

M z That 
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To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this mould be. 1 therefore vouch again, 
That with fome mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with fome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, 
Without more certain and more overt tefr, 
Than thefe thin habits and poor likely hoods 
Of modern feeming do prefer againft him. 

i Sen. But, Othello, fpeak ; 
Did you by indirect and forced courfes 
Subdue and poifon this young maid's affections ? 
Or came it by requeft, and fuch fair queftion 
As foul to foul affordeth ? 

Oth. I befeech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her fpeak of me before her father ; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The Truft, the Office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke, Fetch Defdtmona hither. [Exeunt two or thr^^ 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them, you beft know the plac^^ 

[Exit Iag^^ 
And till fhe come, as truly as to heav'n 
I do confefs the vices of my blood, 
So juftly to your grave ears I'll prefent 
How 1 did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And fhe in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father lov'd me, oft invited me ; 
Still queftion'd me the ftory of my life, 
From year to year ; the battles, fieges, fortunes, 
That 1 have paft. 

That will eonfefs, affection /o could err, &c. 
This is entirely confonant to what Brabantio would fay of her; 
»nd one of the fenators, immediately after, in his examination t>i the 

Moor, thus addieties himfelf to him j . , .^ 

But, Othello, fpeak ; 
Did you by indirect and forced courfes 
Subdue and poyfon this young maid's affeffiont, &c* 

Iran 
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I ran it through, e'en from my boyifh days,. 

To th' very moment that he bade me tell it : 

Wherein 1 fpoke of moil difaftrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth Tcapes in th' imminent deadly breach ; 

Of being taken by the infolent foe, 

And fold to flavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travel's hiftory : 

Wherein of antres vaft, and defarts idle, (14) 

Rough quarriers, rocks, and hills, whofe heads touch 

heav'n, 
It was my hint to fpeak ; fuch was the procefs ; (15) 

And 

(14) Wherein of antres ntafi and defirts idle, &c] Thus it is in all 
the old editions : but Mr.Pope has thought fit to change the epithet. 
Defarts idle} in the former editions; (fays h*) doubtiefs, a corruption 
from wilde.— But he muft pardon me, if I do not concur in thirtV- 
ing this fo doubtiefs, I don't know whether Mr. Pope has obferv'd 
it, but I know that Sbahfpeare, efpeciaUy in his descriptions, is fond 
of ufing the more uncommon word, in a poetick latitude. And idk, 
in feveral other pafiagef, he employs in thefe acceptations, wild, uft- 
left, uncultivated, Sec, 

Crown* d with rank fumitar, and furrow weeds, 
"With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckow-flow'rs, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining corn. King Lear, 

i. e, wild and ufelefs. 

The murm'ring furge, 
That on th* unnumberM idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high. Hid, 

#. e. ufelefs, worthlefs, nullius pretii : for pebbles, conftantly waflTd 
and chafd by the furge, can't be calPd idle, i.e. to He ftill, in a flate 
of reft. 

The even mead, that erft brought fweetly forth 
The freckled cow (lip, bornet, and green clover, 
Wanting the fcythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by idlenefs. • Henry V. 

i. e. by noildnefs, occafionM from its lying uncultivated. And exactly 
with the fame liberty, if I am not miftaken, has Vi a oil twice ufed 
the word ignavus : 

Hyems ignava colono. Georg. I. v. 299* 

Et'nemora evertit tnultos ignava per annos, Georg. 1 1, v. ao8 . 
C x 5 ) ' — — Such was the procefs : 

And of the r.anibals that each other eat, 
The anthropophagi ; and men vobofe beads 
Do grow beneath their Jboulders.\ TYu* ^tttagtlfatYtifetV* 
M 1 ^^« 
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And of the Cantba's that each other eat, ' 
The Anthropophagi ; and men whofe heads 
Do grow beneath their moulders. All thefe to hear 
Would Df/temona ferioufly incline ; 
But dill the houfe-affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as (he could with hafte difpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my Difcourfe : which 1 obferving, 
'Look once a pliant htfur, and found good means 
To draw from her a pray'r of earneft heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate ; 
Whereof by parcels me had fomething heard, 
But not diitindively : I did confent, 

And 

thought fit to throw out of the text, as containing incredible matter, 
1 pre fume : but why, if he had any equality in his critical judgment, 
did he not as well caftrate the Tempefl of thefe lines ? 

Who would believe, that there were mountaineers 
Dewlapt like bulls, whofe throats had hanging at *etti 
Wallets of flefti ? Or that there were fuch men, 
Whofe beads flood in tbeir breaftt t 
I have ollerv'd feveral times, in the courfe of thefe notes, our Au- 
thor's particular defence of Sir Walter Raleigh 5 and both thefe paf- 
figes fecm to me intended complimentary to him. Sir Walter , in 
his Travels, has given the following account, which I /hall fubjoin 
as briefly as I may. '• Next unto Arvi, there are two rivers, Atoka 
" and Caora 5 and on that branch which is cali'd Caora t are a nation 
" of a\people whofe beads appear not above their Jboulden : which, 
" tho* it may be thought a meer fable, yet, for mine own part, I am 
" refolv'd it is true*, becaufe every chilli in the provinces of Arromaia 
" and Canuri affirm the fame. They*re cali'd Ewaipanomaivs 5 
cc they are reported to have their eyes in their Jboulders, and their 
" mouths in the middle of their breafls. It was not my chance to 
*' hear of them, till I was come away ; and if I had but fpoken one 
" word of it while I was there, I might have brought one of thern 
* c with me, to put the matter out 0/ doubt. Such a nation was written 
" of by MandevilU, whofe reports were holden for fables for many 
** years : and yet fince the Eafl-lndits were difcover'd, we find his 
" relations true of fuch things as heretofore were held incredible. 
" Whether it be true, or no, the matter is not great; for mine own 
" part, I faw them not ; bat I am rejolvd, that fo many people did not 
u all combine, or foretbink. to make the report. To the weft of Carols 
" are diverfe nations of canibals, and of thofe Ewaipanomaw$ with* 
*« out heads." 

Sir 
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AnA often did beguile her of her tears, 

"When I. did fpeak of fome diflrefsful ftroke 

That my youth {ufferM. My ftory being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of fighs : 

She fwore, '* In faith, 'twas ftrange, 'twas paffing ftrange, 

€4 'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful" 

She wifh'd fhe had not heard it ;— yet fhe wifh'd, 

That heav'n had made her fuch a man : — fhe thank'd me, 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I fhould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that would woo her. On this hint 1 fpake, 

She lov'd me for the dangers I had pall, 

And I lov'd her, that (he did pity them : 

Sir Walter Raleigb made this voyage to Guiana in 1 595. Mr, Law- 
rence Keymijb, (fomet^ime his lieutenant) who went thither the nsxt 
year, and who dedicates his relation to Sir Walter, mentions the fame 
people; and, fpeaking of a perfon who gave him considerable infor- 
mations, he adds, *« He certified me of the headlefs men, and that their 
" mouths in their breafts are exceeding wide.** Sir Walter, at the 
time that his travels were publifli'd, is ftiled Captain of her Maj'fty's 
guard, Lord Warden of the Stannaries, and Lieutenant general of the 
county of CormvaL If we confider the reputation, as the ingenious 
Martin Folkes,TL(q\ obferv'd to me, any thing from fuch a perfon, and 
at that time in fach pofis, muft come into the world with, we (hall 
be of opinion that a paffage in Sbakefpeare need not be degraded for 
the mention of a ftory, which, however ftrange, was countenane'd 
with fuch an authority. Sbakefpeare, on the other hand, has fliewn 
a find addrefs to Sir Walter, in facrificing fo much credulity to fuch 
a relation. Befides, both the pafldges in our Author have this further 
ufe j that they d(f in fome meafure fix the chronology of his writing 
Othello^ as well as the Tempeji : for as neither of them could be wrote 
before the year 1597 5 fo the mention of thefe circumftances fhould 
perfuade us, they appear'd befpre thefe Travels became ftale to the 
publick, and their authority was too narrowly fcrut niz'd. 

We may be able to account, perhaps, in a few lines, for the myftery 
of thefe fuppos'd beadlejs people \ and with that I will clofe this long 
note. Olearius, fpeaking of the manner of cloathing of the Sa- 
vtojeds, a people of northern Mujcovy^ fays; " Their garments are 
«' made like thofe that are calPd cofaoues, open only at the necks. 
*< When the cold is extraordinary, they put their cofaques over their 
**■ heads, and let the fleeves hang down 5 their faces being not to be 
*' feen, but at the cleft which is at the neck. Whence fome have 
«« taken occafwn to write, that In tbefe northern countries there are people 
« without heads, having their faces in their breafts.** 

M 4 This 
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This only is the witchcraft I have us'd. 
Here comes the lady, let her witnefs it. 

Enter Defdemona, Jago, and Attendants. 

Dukt. I think, this tale would win my daughter too- 
Good Brabant io y 

Take up this mangled matter at the beft. 
Men do their broken weapons rather ufe* 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her fpeak ; 
If (he confefs that (he was half the wooer, 
Peftru&ion on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! Come hither, gentle miftrefs, 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where you moft owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty ; 
To you I'm bound for life and education : 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to refpett you. You're the Lord of duty ; 
Pm hitherto your daughter. But here's my hulband 9 
And fo much duty as my mother fhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father ; 
So much 1 challenge, that I may profefs 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you : I have done. 
Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State-affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it. 
Come hither, Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. For your fake, jewel, 
I'm glad at foul I have no other child ; 
For thy efcape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them. 1 have done, my T.ord. 

Duke. Let me fpeak like yourfelf ; and lay a fentence, 
Which, as a grice, or ftep, may help thefe lovers 

Into your favour 

When remedies are pad, the griefs are ended 

By feeing the worft, which late Qn hopes depended. 

To 
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To moara a mifchief that is pad and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new mifchief on. 

What cannot be preferv'd when fortune takes, 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The xobb'd, that fmiles, deals fomething from the thief; 

He robs himfelf, that fpends a bootlefs grief. 

Bra. So, let the *turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We lofe it not, fo long as we can fmile ; 
He bears the fentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears ; 
But he bears both the fentence, and the forrow, 
That, to pay grief, muft of poor patience borrow. 
Thefe fentencls to fugar, or to gall, 
Being ftrong on both fides, are equivocal. 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear, (16) 
That the bruis'd heart was pieced through the ear.— 
Befeech you, now to the affairs o'th* flate. 

Duke. The Turk with a moft mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus : Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is beft known to you. And though we have there a 
fubflitute of moft allowed fufficiency ; yet opinion, a 
fovereign miflrefs of effects, throws a mope fafe voice 

( x 6) But words are words ; I never yet did bear, 

That the bruis'd heart was pierced thro* the ear.] One fuper- 
fluous letter has for thefe hundred years quite fubverted the fenfe of 
thispaflage j and none of the editors have ever attended to the tea - 
foning of the context, by which they might have difcover'd the error. 
The Duke has by fage fentences been exhorting Brabantio to patience, 
and to forget the grief of his daughter's ftolen marriage ;~ to which 
Brabantio is made very pertinently to reply, to this effect :" My 
«* Lord, I apprehend very well the wifdom of your advice ; but tho* 
** you would comfort me, words are but words ; and the heart, already 
•» bruis'd, was never pierc y d 9 or wounded* thro' the ear" Well ! 
if we want arguments for a fenator, let him be educated at the feet 
of our fagacious ediors. It is obvious, I believe, to my better 
readers, that the text muft be reftor'd, as Mr. Warhurton acutely ob- 
ferv'd to me. 

That the bruis'd heart was pieced tho* the ear, 
t. e. That the wounds of forrow were ever cur'd, or a man made 
beartfwbole meerly by words of confolation. I ought to take notice, 
this very emendation was likewife communicated to me by an inge- 
nious, unknown, correfpondent, who fnbfcribes himfelf only L. H. 
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on you ; you muft therefore be content to flubber the 
glofs of your new fortunes, with this more ftubborn 
and boifterous expedition. 

Otb. The tyrant cuftom, mod grave fenators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down. I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardnefs ; and do undertake 
This prefent war againft the Ottomitcs. 
Moil numbly therefore bending to your ftate, 
I crave fit difpofition for my wife, 
Due reference of place and exhibition ; 
With fuch accommodation and befort » 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duki. Why, at her father's. 

Bra. I will not have it fo. 

Otb. Nor I. 

Def. Nor would I there refide, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his ej e. Moil gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding lend your gracious ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
T' aflifl my fimplenefs. 

Duke. What would you, Defiemona ? 

Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right violence and florin of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's fubdu'd 
Evn to the very quality of my Lord; 
1 faw Otbel.o's vifage in his mind, 
And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my foul and fortunes confecrate. 
So that, dear Lords, if 1 be left behind 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites, for which 1 love him, are bereft me : 
And 1 a heavy interim (hall fupport, 
By his dear abfence. Let me go with him, 

Otb. Your voices, Lords ; *befeech you, let her wil! 
Have a free way. 1 therefore beg it not, (17) 

^To 

(17) ■ / therefore beg it not 

To plea r e the palate of my appetite ; 
A«r to comply with beat the young efftfts> 
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To pleafe the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to apply with heat, the young affe&s, 

In my diftinft and proper fatisfa&ion ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 

And heav'n defend your good fouls, that you think, 

I will your ferious and great bulinefs fcant, 

For fhe is with me.— -No, when light-wing'd toys 

Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton dulnefs 

My fpeculative and offic'd inftruments, 

That my difports corrupt and taint my bufinefs ; 

Let houfewives make a fkillet of my helm, 

And all indign and bafe ad verities 

Make head againft my eftimation. 

In my defu n& and proper fatisf action ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind.'} As this has been al! 
along hitherto printed and ftop'd, it feems to me a period of as ftub« 
born nonienfe, as the editors have obtruded upon poor Sbakefpeare. 
throughout his whole works. What a prepofterous creature is this 
Othello made, to fall in love with, and marry, a fine young lady, 
when appetite and beat, and proper fat isf act ion are dead and defunct in 
him ! (for, defunct fignifies nothing elfe, that I know of, either pri- 
mitively or metaphorically :) but if we may take Othello's own word 
in the affair, when he fpeaks for nimfelf, he was not redue'd to this 
fatal unperforming ftate. 

o r, for I am declined, 
Into the vale of years ; yet thaCs net much. 
Again, why ihould our Poet fay, (for fo he fays, as the paffag* 
has been pointed) that the young affect heat ? Youth, certainly, bat 
it, and has no occafion or pretence of affecting it, whatever fuper- 
annuated lovers may have. And, again, after defunct, would he add 
fo abfurd a collateral epithet as proper ? But, I think, I may ven- 
ture to affirm, that affect* was not defign'd here as a verb ; and that 
defunS was not defign'd here at all. I have, by a flight change, 
refcued the Poet's text from abfurdity } and this I take to be the te- 
nour of what he would fay \ u I do not beg her company with me, 
" merely to pleafe my felf 5 nor to indulge the heat and affects (i. e. 
" affections) of a new married man, in my own difUnct and pro- 
" per fatisfac"Hon j but to comply with her in her requeii, and defire* 
'* of accompanying me.* * Affects, for affections, our Author in fe- 
veral other paflages ufes. 

For ev'ry man with his affects is born. Love's Labour Loft* 

As 'twere to banifli their affects with him. Richard II. 

Th* affects of forrow for his valiant foas, Titus Andronicus* 

&c* Sfr. 

M 6 Duke. 
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Duke. Be it as you fhall privately determine, 
Or for her ftay or going ; th' aiFair cries hafte ; 
And fpeed muft anfwer. You muft hence to-night 

Dtf. To-night, my Lord ? 

Duke. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i'th' morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave fome officer behind, 
And he fhall our commiffion bring to you ; 
And fuch things elfe of quality and reipect 
As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient ; 
(A man he is of honefty and truft,) 
To his conveyance I affign my wife, 
With what elfe needful your good grace fhall think 
To be fent after me. 

Duke. Let it be fo; 
Good- night to every one. And, noble Signior, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your fon-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, ufe Defdemona well. 

Bra. Adieu, brave Moor, if thou hall eyes to fee, 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 

[Exit Duke, with Senator^" 

Oth. My life upon her faith. Honeft lago % 

My Dejdemona muft I leave to thee ; 

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 

And bring her after in the beft advantage. 

Come, DtfJemona, I have but an hour 

Of love, of worldly matter and direction 

To fpeak with thee. We muft obey the time. [ Extunu 

Matent Rodorigo and I ago. 

Rod. lago 

logo. What fay eft thou, noble heart ? 
Rod. What will I do, thinkeft thou ? 
lago. Why, go to bed, and fleep. 
Rod. I will incontinently drown myfelf. 
lago. Well, if thou doll, I (hall never love thee after. 
Why, thou filly gentleman ! 
Rod. It is fillinefs to live, when to live is a torment ; 

and 
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and then have we a prefcription to die, when death is 
our phyfician. 

I*go> O villainous ! I have look'd upon the world for 
four times feven years, and fince I could diftinguilh be- 
twixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that 
knew how to love himfelf. Ere I would fay, I would 
drown myfelf for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would 
change my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod* What mould I do ? I confefs, it is my fhame to 
be fo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

Ia$o. Virtue ? a fig : 'tis in ourfelves that we are thus 
or thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to the which our 
wills are gardners. So that if we will plant nettles, or 
fow lettice ; fet hyflbp, and weed up thyme ; fupply 
it with one gender of herbs, or diftrad it with many\; 
either have it fteril with idlenefs, or manured with m- 
duftry; why, the power and corrigible authority of 
this lies in our will. (18) If the beam of our lives 

(18) If the balance 9/ our lives bad not ont fcale of reafon topoife ano- 
ther ofjenfuality.] i. e. If the fiak of our lives had not one fcale, &c. 
which muft certainly be wrong. Some of the old tuartot have it 
thus, but the two elder folios read, 

If the braine of our lives bad not one fcale, &c» 
This is corrupt; and I make no doubt but Sbakefpeare wrote, at I 
nave reformed the text, 

If the beame of our lives, &c. 
And my reafon is this } that he generally diftingoiues betwixt the 
beam and balance, ufing the latter to fignify the fcales ; and the for- 
mer, the ftecl-bar to which they are hung, and which poifes them. 
1*11 fubjoin a few inftances of his ufage of both terms. 

In your lord's fcale is nothing but himfelf, 

And fome few vanities that make him light, 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, &c, Richard It* 

I have in equal balance joftly weigh'd, &c. % Henry IV. 

Weigh d between loath nefs and obedience, at 

Which end the beam mould bow. Tempefi. 

We, poizing us in her defective fcale, 

Shall weigh thee to the beam. AlFs Well, &c. 

We, poize the caufe in Juftice' equal fcale, 

Whofe beam (lands Aire. % Henry VI, 

——thy madnefs malfbe paid with weight, 

Till our fcale turn the beam, Hamlet* 

In like manner, the French always ufe let balances to fignify the 
fcales $ UfUau, the beam of the balance, 

h&d 
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had not one fcale of reafon to poife another of fenfua- 
lity, the blood and bafenefs of our natures would con- 
dud us to mod prepofterous conclufions. But we have 
reafon, to cool our raging motions, our carnal flings, 
our unbitted lufts ; whereof I take this, that you call 
love, to be a feci, or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Iago. It is merely a lull of the blood, and a permiffion 
of the will. Come, be a man : drown thyfelf ? drown 
cats and blind puppies. I have profeft me thy friend, 
and I confefs me knit to thy deferving with cables of 
perdurable toughnefs. I could never better deed thee 
than now. Put, money in thy purfe ; follow thou thefe 
wars ; defeat thy favour with an ufurped beard ; I fay, 
put money in thy purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona 
mould long continue her love to the Moor — put money 
in thy purfe— —-nor he his to her. It was a violent 
commencement in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwer- 

able fequeftration, »put but money in thy purfe.— 

Thefe Moors are changeable in their wills ; fill thy 

purfe with money. ( 1 9) The food, that to him now is 
as lufcious as locufts, (hall fliortly be as bitter as cok>- 
quintida. When fhe is fated with his body, (he will 
find the errors of her choice. She muft have change, 

fhemuft: therefore put money in thy purfe. If 

thou wilt needs damn thyfelf, do it a more delicate 

(19) The food, that to him now is at lufcious as \ocufc, Jhall Jborth U 
as bitter as coloqulntida.] Mr, War burton has fufpe&ed this pa flag e, 
and attempted an emendation j which I ought to fubjoin, with his 
reafoning upon it. " Tho' fome kind of locufts have been fbmetimes 
" eaten, I think, they cannot be given as an inftance of very delici- 
" ous food. Betides, how comes locufts, a kind of infefl, to be op- 
" pos'd to coloquintida, a medicinal drug ? Be aflur'd, the true read- 
•* ing is not locufts, hut locbes, a very pleafant confection, introduced 
*< into medicine by the Arabian phyficians ; and fo is very fitly op- 
** poa'd both to the biiternefs, and the ufe of cokqulntida" > 1 
have not, however, difturbM the text for two reafons j becaufe all 
the printed copies agree in one readin^without any variation s and 
becaufe I am not Aire, that by locuflt the Poet means the injt&, but 
the fruit of the locuft tree ; which is fweet and lufcious in the fame 
Aegret, as colequ'wtida, the fruit of the m\& gourd, is acerb aad bitter. 

way 



Moor c/Vemice. 279 

vzy than drowning. Make all the money thoo canfU 
f fanclimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring Bar- 
?arian and a fuper-fabtle Venetian , be not too hard for 
ny wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou fhalc enjoy 
ler ; therefore make money, A pox of drowning thy- 
felf ! it is clean oat of the way. Seek thou rather to 
>e hang'd in compafling thy joy, than to be drown'd 
md go without hen 

Rod. Wilt thou be fail to my hopes, if I depend on 
the iffue ?' 

lago. Thou art Aire of me. Go, make money.— 

[ have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
[ hate the Moor. My caufe is hearted ; thine hath no 
[efs reafbn. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge againft 
tiim. If thou canft cuckold him, thou doll thyfelf a 
pleafure, and me a fport. There are many events in 
the womb of time, which will be delivered. Traverfe, 
go, provide thy money. We will have more of 'thia 
to-morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where fhall we meet i'th* morning ? 

lag: At my lodgings. 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. 

logo. Goto, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo? 

Rod. What fay you ? 

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 

Rod. I am chang'd ; I'll go fell all my land. {Exit* 

Manet lago. 

lago. Go to, farewel, put money enough in your purfe— 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purle ; 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge fhould prophane > 
If T fhould time expend with fuch a fnipe, 
But for my fport and profit. 1 hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my meets 
He has done my office* I know not, if 't be true * 
But I, for mere fufpicion in that kind, 
Will do> as if for farety. He holds me well— - 
The better mail my purpdfe work on him ; 
Cct]Jio y % a proper man : let me fee now ;— — - 
To get his place, and to plume up my will, 

8 A double 
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A double knavery How ? how ? — let's fee- 
After fome time, t'abufe Othello's ear, 
That he is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe, 
To be fufpecled : fram'd to make women falfe. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honeft that but feem to be foj 
And will as tenderly be led by th' *iofe, 
As aiTes are : 

I hav't — it is ingender'd — Hell and night 
Mud bring this monilrous birth to the world's light. 

A C T II. 

S C E N E, The capital City ^Cyprus. 
Enter Montano Governor of Cyprus, and Gentlemen* 

MONTAlfO. 

WHAT from the cape can you difcern at fca? 
i Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought 
I cannot 'twixt the heaven and the main [flood ; 

Defcry a fail. 

Mont. Methinks the wind hath fpoke aloud at land; 
A fuller blaft ne'er (hook our battlements ; 
If it hath ruffian'd fo upon the fea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, (20) 
Can hold the mortife ? what fhall we hear 0/ this ? 

2 Genu 

(20) What ribt of oak, token the huge mountain melt, 

Can bold the mortife f\ This is an arbitrary change of Mr* 
Pope's, without any authority or reafon, but the fmoothing the ver- 
ification. But, I am afraid, this great crittck was dreaming of 
mountains at land j and thefe, he thought, could not well melt on ribs 
ofoak(\.t. (hips) at fea. But our Poet happens to mean, waves as 
big as mountains $ and thefe are often known to melt on mips : nor 
is any metaphor more common in poetry. So, again, afterwards, ia 
this very fjaj $ J 

And 
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2 Gent. A fegregation of the Turkijb fleet; 
For do but (land upon the foaming ft ore, 
The chiding billows feem to pelt the clouds ; 

The wind-fhak'd furge, with high and monftrons main, 
Seems to caft water on the burning bear, 
And quench the guards of th' ever-fired pole j 
I never did like moleftation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mont. If that the Turkijb fleet 
Be not infhelter'd and embay'd, they're drown'd j 
It k impoffible to bear it out. 

Enter a third G nth man, 

3 Gent. News, Lords, our wars are done : 
The defperate tempeft hath fo bang'd the Turks 9 
That their defignment halts. A noble (hip of Venice (21) 

Hath 

And let the Iab'ring bark climb bills of fiat 
Olympus-high : 

■ - and anon behold 

The ftrong-ribb'd bark thro' liquid mountains cutt. 

TroiU and CreJZ 
Like as we Tee the wrathful fea from far, 
In a great mountain heap'd, with hideous noife, 
With thousand billows beat againft the (hips : Locrint* 

And, to, Beaumont and Fletcher in their Elder Brother } 
The merchant, when he ploughs the angry fea up, 
And fees the mountain billows falling on him : 
In all which paflages our poets have but imitated their predeceflbre 
the Clajfics. 

ITo^K/fiof £' a fa nvfxa irt^aBn vpt'i Tcov, 

KvpuSiv, Horn. Odyf. \. 242. 

KufAald ti r{oQiiyl*, ir*\oSfia, laa. Qitff<riv t Odyjf, y. 290. 

"AXkoBiv iKka.fi(oy%- g^u. Calaber. 1. 117. 

Curvata in montisfaciem circumfietit unda. Virg. Geor. iv. 

infequitur cumulo praruptui aquae mons. Idem. /En, I* 
Cum Mare jurr exit, cumulufaue immanis aqua rum 
In montisffeciem curt/art, & crefcere vifus. Ovid. Metam. I . xv% 
Memiferum, quanti montes volvuntur aquarum 1 Id.T/ ifi%\, I .£/.». 
(n) A nother Jbif> 0/ Venice 

Hath /ten a grievous wreck, Sec] But no /hip. before this, hag 
srriv'd, or brought any account of the Turkijb fleet's diHrefs : how 
then can this be calPd another /hip ? Oh, but the eldeft quarto hai 

call'd 
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Hath feen a grievous wreck and fufFerance 
On moll part of the fleet. 

Mont, How ! is this true ? 

3 Gent. The (hip is here put in, (22) 
A Veromffa ; Mich&el C*Jpo, 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor Othello, 
Is come on fhore ; the Moor himfelPs at fea, 
And is in full commiffion here for Cyprus. 
1 Mont. I'm glad on't ; 'tis a worthy Governor. 

3 Gent. But this fame Coffic, though he fpeak of 
comfort, 
Touching the Twkijh lofs, yet he looks fadly, 
And prays the Moor be fafe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempeft. 

Mont. Pray heav'ns, he be : 
For I have ferv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full foldier. Let's to the fea- fide, 
As well to fee the veflel that's come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Ev'n till we make the main and th' aerial blue 
An indiftind regard. 

Gent. Come, let's do fo ; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Caflio. 

Caf. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike ifle, 
That fo approve the Moor : oh, let the heav'ns 

calTd it Co ; and, if there be a various reading, Mr, Pope is pretty 
good at taking the wrong one. The two elder folio* and the quart* 
in 1630 read, as I have reftor'd to the text j 
" A r\oh\tfi>ip of Venice. 
(22) ■ Tbejbip it here put in ; 

A Veroneflb, Michael Cajfio, &c.] But Michael Caflio was no 
Veronese \ we find, from other pafTagei in the play, he was of Rome. 
I read with the bed copies, only altering the pointing 5 
Thejhip is here put %n t 
^Veroneflaj 
i. e. A veflel properly belonging to the (rate of Verona, but in the 
fcrvice of Venice : and Verona, I believes, does, by the Adige, fend 
down /hips to the Adriatick. 

Give 
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ive him defence agaiaft the elements, 
or I have loft him on a dangerous fea. . 

Mont. Is he weil-fhipp'd ? 

Caf. His bark is ftoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
f very expert and approved allowance ; 
herefore my hopes, not forfeited to death, 
and in bold cure. 

Within.'] A fail, a fail, a fail! 

Caf. What noife ? 

Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow o'th' fea 
rand ranks of people, and they cry, a Sail. 

Caf My hopes do fhape him for the Governor. 

Gent They do difcharge their (hot of courtefy : 
>ur friends, at lead. 

Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 

nd give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent. I fhall. [Exit. 

Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your General wiv'd ? 

Caf. \ ioft fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a maid 
hat paragons defcription and wild fame : 
>ne that excels the quirks of blaz'ning pens, 
nd in the eflential vefture of creation 
oes bear all excellency— 

Enter Gtnthman. 

fow now ? who has put in ? 

G «/. 'Tis one logo, ncient to the General. 

Cof. H'as had moil favourable and happy fpeed ; 
empefts themfelves, high feas, and howling winds ; 
'he gutter'd rocks, and congregated fands. 
Traitors enfleep'd to clog the guiltleis keel ;) 
s having fenfe of beauty, do omit 
'heir mortal natures, letting fafe go by 
'he divine Deftkmona. 

Mont. What is (he? 

Caf ^he that I fpake of, our great Captain's Captain, 
eft in the conduit of the bold I age ; 
fhofe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
, fe'nnight's fpeed. Great Jo*ve^ Otbcito guard ! 
.nd fwell his fail with thine own powerful breath, 

That 
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That he may blefs this bay with his tall (hip, 
Make love's quick pants in Defdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extinguifh'd fpirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Rodorigo, and ./Emilia. 

behold! 

The riches of the ihip is come on fliore : 
You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Cajfio, 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be fhortly here. 

Def O, but I fear — how loft yon company ? 

Caf. The gre.it contention of the fea and fkies 
Parted our fellowfhip. But, hark, a fail 1 

Within.] A fail, a fail! 

Gent. They give this greeting to the citadel : 
This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the news : 
Good ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, miftrefs. 

[To ^Emilia* 
Let it not gall your patience, good lago, 
That I extend my manners. ~'Tis my breeding, 
That gives me this bold (hew of courtefy. * 

la^o. Sir, would fhe give you fo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue fhe oft beftows on me, 
You'd have enough. 

Def. Alas ! fhe has no fpeeclu 

lazo. In faith, too much ; 

1 find it flill, when 1 have lift to fleep ; 
Marry, before your lady Ihip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

jEtnii. You have little caufe to fay fo. 
Iago. Come on, come on ; you're pi&ures out of doors, 
Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens, 

Saints 
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Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, [beds f 
flayers in your houfewifery, and houfewives in your 

Def O, fy upon thee, flanderer f 

Iago. Nay, it is true, or elfe I am a Turk ; 
You rife to play, and go to bed to work. 

jEmil. You (hall not write my Praife. 

Iago. No, let me not. [praife me ? 

Def What wouldft thou write of me, if thou fhou'dft 

logo. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to't, 
Fori am nothing, if not critical. 

Def. Come, one affay. There's one gone to the 

Iago. Ay, Madam. [harbour 

Ztyl I am not merry ; but T do beguile 
The thing I am, by fetfming otherwife ;— — 
Come, how wouldft thou praife me ? 

Iago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention comes 
from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze, it plucks 
out brains and all. But my mufe labours, and thus fhe 
is delivered. 

lfjhe be fair and wife, fairnefs and wit* 
The one's for vfe, the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well prais'd; how if fhe be black and witty ? 

Iago. Jfjhe he black, and thereto have a ivit, 

She'll find a white that Jhall her blacknefs fit, 

D'fi Worfe and worfe. 

A mil. How, if fair and foolifh ? 

Iago* She never yet nuasfooUJh, that was fair ; 
For ev'n her folly helpt her to an heir* 

Def, Thefe are old fond paradoxes, to make fools 
laugh i'th* alehoufe. What miferable praife haft thou 
for her that's foul and foolifh ? 

Iago. There's none fo foul and follijh thereunto, 

But does foul pranks, tvhiehfair and <wift ones do, 

Def. Oh heavy ignorance ! thou praifeft the worft belt. 
But what praife couldft thou bellow on a deferring 

woman 



286 Othello, tie 

woman indeed ? (23) one, that in the authority of her 
m£nt, did juftly put down the vouch of very malice 
itfelf? 

lagO. She that was ever fair , and newer proud, 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, 
Fled from her wijb, and yet faid, now 1 may ; 
She that vabtn angered, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrtn^ Jiay, and her difpleafure j.y ; 
She that in wifdom never was fa frail 
To change the cod's head for the falmon's tail ; 
She that ccu/d think, and ne 9 er difc'ofe her mind, 
See fui tors following, and not look behind ; 
She was a wight, (if ever fuck wight were J— 

J) f f. To do what r 

lago. To fuckle fools, and chronicle f mall beer. 

Uef Oh moft lame and impotent conclufion ! do not 
learn of him, Mmilia, tho' he be thy hufband. (24) How 
fay you, Cafjio is he not a moil profane and liberal 
cenfurerf w 

Cojr. 

(43) One, that in the authority of her merit, did juftly put on the vouch 
of very malice itfelf.] Tho' all the printed copies agree in this reading, 
' I cannot help iufpecling it. If the text mould be genuine, I confefs, 
it is above my underftanding. In what fenfe can merit be faid to pat 
on the vouch of malice ? I fhould rather think, merit was fo fafe in 
itfelf, as to repel and put oft" all that malice and envy could advance 
and affirm to its prejudice j was upon its guard again ft every attack of 
calumny, and defied it. I have ventur'd to reform the text to this 
conftru£tion, by a very flight change that makes it intelligible. To 
the fame purpofe the Duke fays, in Meafurefor Meafure, 
Lord Angela is precife, 
Stands at a guard with envy. 
So, Queen Catherine, fpeaking of herfelf and the clearnefs of her 
life and conduct, 

My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were try'd by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye faw them, 
Envy and bafe opinion fet again/} them ; 
I know my life fo even, K. Henry VIII* 

And much to the tenour of our Poet's fentiment, as I have cor- 
relied it, Ausonius fpeaks of cbaftity, 

Qua cafta eft t De qua mentiii Fama veretur. 
(14) How fay you, Caflio r Ii be not a moft profane and liberal coun- 
cilor ?J 
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Caf. He fpeaks home, Madam ; you may reliJh him 
more in the foldier, than in the fcholar. 

Jago. [Afide.] He takes her by the palm ; ay, well 

laid whifper— With as little a web as this, will I 

enfnare as great a fly as Cesffso. Ay, fmile upon her, do 
I will gyve thee in thine own courdhip. You fay 
true, 'tis fo, indeed.— If fuch tricks as thefe ihip you 
out of your lieutenancy, it had been better you had not 
kifs'd your three fingers fo oft, which now again you 
are mod apt to play the Sir in. Very good— well kifs'd, 
and excellent courtefy— — — 'tis fo, indeed ■ Yet 

again your fingers to your lips r 'would, they were 

clifter-pipes for your fake. [Trumpet. 

The Moor, 1 know his trumpet. 

Caf. 'Tis truly fo. 

De/l Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caf. Lo, where he comes ( 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Oth. Oh my fair warrier ! 

Def My dear Othello ! 

Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my content, 
To fee you here before me. O my foul's joy ! 
If after ev'ry tempeft come fuch calms, 
May the winds blow 'till they have waken'd death ; 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of feas 
Olympus high ; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heav'n \lfl were now to die, 
' Twere now to be moft happy ; for, I fear, 
My foul hath her content fo abfolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Def The heav'ns forbid, 
But that our loves and comforts (hould encreaie, 
Ev'n as our days do grow ! 

Oth. Amen to that, fweet Powers ! 

fcllor ?] But in what refpect was Jago a counfelhr f He caps fenten- 
ces, indeed ^ but they are not by way of advice, but description : what 
he fays, is, reflexions on character and conduit in life. For this 
retfon, I am very apt to think, oar Author wrote cenfurer. 

I can* 
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1 cannot (peak enough of this content. 

It flops me here : it is too much of joy. 

And this, and this, the greateft difcords be \KsJpng her. 

That e'er our hearts (hall make ! 

logo* Oh, you are well-tun'd now ; but I'll let down 
the pegs that make this mufic, as honed as I am. [Afidt* 

Otb. Come, let's to the caftle. 
Now, friends, our wars are done ; the Turfo are drown'd. 
How do oUr old acquaintance of this ifle ? 
Honey, you (hall be well defir'd in Cyprus 9 
I've found great love amongft them. Oh my fweet, 
I prattle out of fafhion, and i dote 
In mine own comfort. Pr'ythee, good Iago 9 
Go to the bay, and difembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the matter to the citadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthinefs 
Does challenge much refpeft. Come, Defdemoua, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello and Defdetnona. 

Manent Jago and Rodorigo. 

lago* Do you meet me prefently at the harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be'ft valiant ; (as, they fay, bafe 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their na- 
tures, more than is native to them)— —lift me; the 
lieutenant to-night watches on the Court of Guard. 
Firft, 1 muft tell thee, this De/demona is directly in love 
with him. 

Rid. With him ? why, 'tis not poffible ? 

Jago. Lay thy fingers thus ; and let thy foul be in» 
ftrudied. Mark me with what violence fhe firft lov'd 
the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaftical 
lies. And will fhe love him ftill for prating ? let not 
thy difcreet heart think it. Her eye muft be fed. 
And what delight (hall (he have to look on the Devil ? 
(25) when the blood is made dull with the act of fport, 

there 

(2$) When the Mood is made dull with the aR of fport , there fb>uld be 
a game to inflame it, and to give fatiety afre/b appetite j lovetinefs in 
fav6ur, fympatby in years, manners, and &aut'tet.} This, 'tis true, is 

the 
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nhere fnould be again to inflame it, and to give fatiety 
a frefh appetite, lovelinefs in favour, fympathy in ) ears, 
.manners, and beauties ; all which the Moor is defec- 
tive in. Now, for want of thefe requir'd conveniences, 
Jier delicate tendernefs will find itfelf abus'd, begin to 
heave the gorge, difrelifh and abhor the Moor ; very 
nature will initruft her in it, and compel her to fome 
fecond choice. Now, Sir, this granted, (as it is a moft 
pregnant and unforc'd pofttion) who ftands fo eminent 
in the degree of this fortune, as Caffio does ? a knave 
very voluble ; no further confcionable, than in putting 
on the mere form of civil and humane feeming, for the 
better comparing of his fait and moft hidden looie 
affection ; a flippery and fubtile knave, a finder of 
©ccafions, that has an eye can (lamp and counterfeit 
advantages, tho' true advantage never prefent itfelf. 
AdevHim knave! befides, the knave is handfome, young, 
and hath all thofe requifites in him, that folly and 
green minds look after. A peftilent compleat knave ! 
and the woman hath found him already. 

Red. I cannot believe that of her, (he's full of moft 
blefs'd condition. 

lag*. Blefs'd figs' end ! the wine (he drinks is made- 
of grapes. If (he had been blefs'd, (he would never 
havelov'd the Moor : Blefs'd pudding! didft thou not 
fee her paddle with the palm of his hand ? didli not 
mark that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtefy. 

L go. Letchery, by this hand ; an index, and obfeure 
prologue to the hiftory of lull, and foul thoughts. They 
met fo near with their lips, that their breaths embrae'd 

the reading of the generality of the copies: but, methinks, 'tis a 
▼ery peculiar experiment, when the blooJ and fpirits are dull'd and 
exhauftfd with (port, to raife and rectuit them by frott: for /fort 
and game are but two words for the fame thing. I have retriev'd 
the pointing and reading of the elder quarto, which certainly gives 
us the Poet's fenfe 5 that, when the blood is dull'd with the ererciie 
of peafure, there fhould he proper incentives on each fide to raile 
it again, as the charms of beauty, equality of years, and agreement 
of manners and dUpofition : which were wanting in Othello to re- 
kindle Defdemor.d'% paffion. 

Vot.Vill. N together. 
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together. Villainous thoughts, Rodorigof when t^itfe 
mutualities fo marfhal the way, hard at hand conies tjhp 
mailer and main exercife, the incorporate conclufion : 
pilh — But, Sir, he you rul'd by me. I have brought 
you from Venice* Watch you to-night ; for the com- 
mand, I'll lay't upon you. Cajfio knows you not : I'll 
not be far, from you. Do you find fome occafion to 
anger Coffin either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his 
discipline, or from what other courfe you plqafe, which 
>the time mail more favourably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he's rafh, and very fudden in choler : and, 
haply, may (hike at you. Provoke him, that he may ; 
for even out of that will I caufe thofe of Cyprus to .mu- 
tiny : whofe qualification {hall come into no true taile 
again, but by difplanting of CaJJio. So (hall you have 
a fhorter journey to your de/ires, by the means I fhall 
then have to prefer them : And the impediments mod 
profitably removed, without which there was no ex- 
pectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it ,fco any oppor- 
tunity. 

lago. I warrant thee.. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel. I muft fetch his neceffaries afhore. Farewel. 

Rod. Adieu. % [Exit. 

Manet lago. 

Iago. That CaJJio Joves her, I do well believe : 
That me loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit. 
The Moor* howbeit that 1 endure him not, 
Is of a conftant, Joying, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, he'll prove to Dejdemona 
A moft dear hufband. Now I love her too, 
Not out of abfolute luft, (though, peradventure r , 
] Hand accountant for as great a fin ;) 
But partly led to diet my revenge, 
For that 1 do fufpeft, the lu fly Moor f 

Hath leapt into my feat. The thought whereof 
Doth, like a poifonous mineral, gnaw my inwards,, 
And nothing can, or fhall, content my fou}, 

• . Till 
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Tffi I am even'd Svithhim, wife for wife. ° ' ' 

Or faiKng^foy yet that I put the Moor 
At leal! into a jealoufy fo ftrong, 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, (20) 
If this poor brach of Venice* whom I trace 
For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on, 
I'll hare our Michael CaJ^o on the hip, 
Abufe him to the Moor in the right garb ; 
(For I fear Caffio with my night<ap too,) 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
-For making him egregioufly an afs ; 
And praftiimg upon his peace and quite, > 

Even to madncfs. 'Tis here — but yet confas'<l ; 
•Knavery's plain face is never.feen, ^ill us'd. [Exit. 

SCENE, tie Street 

Enter Herald with a Proclamation. 

Her. TT is Othello's pleafure, our noble and valiant* 
J. General, that upon certain tidings now arriv'd 
importing the mere perdition of the "Turkifb fleet, every 
man pat hirafelf into triumph : fome to dance, fome to 
make bonfires, each man to what fport and revels hid 
mind leads him. For, befides this beneficial news, it is 
the celebration of his nuptials. So much was his plea- 
sure, mould be proclaimed. All offices are open, and 

(16) " i W h'icb tbtng f do, , 

If this poor tram of Venice, toboml trace 
For bis quick bunting, ftand tbe putting on.] A trifling, infig- 
-nificant fellow may, in fome refpe&s, very well becalFd trafb; bnt 
what confonance of metaphor is there betwixt trafh* and quick bunr- 
ing 9 axA fiarfding tbe putting onf TneaHufiort to the cbafe Shakes- 
* e ar e feems to be fond of applying to Rodorigo, who fays of bim- 
felf towards the conclufion of this ail 5 

I follow her in the chafe, not-like a bound that hunu, but one that " 
fill* up the cry, 

I hive a great fufpicion, therefore, that the Poet wrote 5 ■* 

If tbh poor brach »f Venice, , , v 

which, we know, is a degenerate fpecies of bound, and a term gsrje^ ; 
rally us'd in contempt : and this complcats and perfects the metapho- 
rical alluGon, and makes it much more fatirical, Mr. WarburionJ 

N -2 there 
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there is full liberty of feafting, from this prefent hour 
of five, 'till the bell have told eleven. Blefs the ifle of 
Cyprus* and our noble General Othello ! [Exit* 

SCENE, ^Castle. 

/ ■ - i 

Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caflio, and Attendants. 

Oth. V^ OOD Michael, look you to the guard to-night, 

VJT Let's teach ourfelves that honourable flop, 
Not to out-fport difcretion. 

Cof. laio hath direction -what to do : 
But, notwithftanding, with my perfonal eye 
Will I look to't. 

Oth. logo is moil honed: 
Michael, good-night. « To-morrow, with your earlieft, 
Let me have fpeech with you. Come, my dear love, 
The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue ; 
That profit's yet to come 'tween me and you. 
Good-night. .[Exeunt Otfiel{o W Defd,emona. 

[Enter Jago. 

Caf Welcome, Jago; we muft to the Watch. 

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant : 'tis not yet ten oW 
clock. Our General call us thus early for the love of 
his Defiemona: whom let us not therefore blame; he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and fhe 
is fpprt for Jo*vt. 

Caf. She's, a moft exquifite lady. 

Iago. And I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Caf. Indeed, fbe's a moft frefh and delicate creature, 

Iago. What an eye ,fhe has ? methinks, it founds a 
parley to provocation. 

Caf, An inviting eye ; and yet, methinks„rightmodeft. 

Iago, And when fhe fpeaks, is it not an alarum to love? 

Caf. bhe is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago. Well, happinefs to their fheets ; come, lieute- 
nant, I have a ftoop of wkie, and here withoct are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a meafure 
to the health of the black Othellc - - ' 

Caf Not to-night, good Iago ; I have very poor 

and 
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«nd unhappy brains for drinking. I could well wi(h, 
courtefy would invent fome other cuftom of entertain- 
ment. 

/ago. Oh, they are our friends: but one cup; I'll 
drink for you. 

Caf. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that wa* 
craftily qualified too : and, behold, what innovation it 
makes here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare not taflc my weaknefs with any more. 

lagf. What, man ? 'tis a night of revels, the gallants 
dciire ic: 

Caf. Where are they ? 

logo. Here at the door ; T pray you, call them in. 
Caf. I'll do't, but it diflikes me. [Exit Caffio* 

lago. If I can fallen but one cup upon him, 
With that- which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, 

As my young miftrefs' dog. 

Now, myiickfoot, Rolongo, 
..Whom love hath turn'd almoft the* wrong fide out, 
To Defdtmona hath to-night carouz'd 
Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble fwelling fpirits, 
(That hold their honours in a wary diftance, 
The very elements of thi3 warlike ifle,) . 
Have 1 to-night flufter'd with flowing cups* L 

And they watch too. Now, 'mongft this flock of 
Am I to put our Cajfo in fome adtfon [drunkards, 

That may offend the ifle. But here they come. 
If confequence do but approve my Deem, (27) 
My boat fails freely, both with wind and ftream. 

(47) If consequence do but approve my dream.] All the printed copies 
concur in this reading, but, I think, it does not come up to the 
Poet's intention; I rather imagine that he wtote, 

Jf consequence do but approve my dttm, 
i.e. my opinion, the judgment I have fbrm'd of what mud happen* 
So, in Troilus and Qejftda j 

Cref. I true ? how. now ? what wicked deem is this ? 

N 3 Enttr 
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Enter Caffiq* Montano, and gentlemen. 

Caf 'Fore heav'n, ^hey have given me a roufe al- 
ready. 

Mont. Good faith, a little one : not pail a pint, as 
I am a foldier. 

/ago. Some wine, ho ! [lago^fcrgv.. 

; And let me the c etna kin clink % clink y 
And let me the canakin clink. 
Aftidiet y $ a man ;. oh, man's life** but a /pan i 
j Why, then let a foldier drink* 

Some wine, boys. 

' Caf 'Fore heav'n, an excellent fong. 

/ago. I learn'd it in England ; where, indeed, they 
are moft potent in potting. Your Dane, your Germ in ^ 
and your fwag-belly'd Hollander , — Drink, ho !— — are 
nothing to your Engiijh. 

Ccfi Is your Eng ifhnon fo exquifite* in his drinking ? 

f*go. Why, he drinks you with facility your Dane 
dead drunk. He fweats not to overthrow your Ahnain. 
He gives your HoLanue> a vomit, ere the next pottle 
c#n be filPd. 

Caf To the health of oar General. 

Motj. I am for it, lieutenant, and I'll do yon jufttce* 

lege. Qb.fweet England. 

King Stephea was an a worthy peer, . < • « 

his breedescofkhim but a oo\\.n\ 
He htld them fix pence all too dear y .••'•'• 

With that he call'd the tailor loun. 

He was a wight of high renown. 

And thou art but of low degree : 
9 1 Is pride that fulls the country down, 

Then take thine auld cloak about thee* 



Some wine,, hoi 
Cfifi Why, tills h amore ex<|uiftte fong than the other. 
lago. Will you hear/ 1 again ? 
Caf No, for. I hold him. to be unworthy of his place* 

that 
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that does thofe things. Well Heaven's above all ; 

' and there be fouls thatmuft be faved, and there be fouls 
mull not be faved. 

Jago. It's true, good lieutenant. 

Cfl/I For mine* own part, (no offence to tJic general, 
nor any man of quality ;) i hope to be faved. 

I j go. And fo do I too, lieutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Let's 
have no more of this ; let's to our affairs. Forgive our 

fins gentlemen, let's look to» our bufineis. Do 

not think, gentlemen, I ana drunk : this is my Ancient ; 
this is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not 
drunk now* 1 can (land well enough, and I fpeak well 
enough. 

Gcn>. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why, very well then : you muft not think then 
that 1 am drunk. [Exit, 

Manent Iago and Montano. 

Mont. To the platform, matters ; come, let's fet the 
Watch. 

logo. You fee this fellow, that is gone before ; 
He is a fbldier, fit to ftand by C*/ar 9 
And give direction. And do but fee his vice ; 
M is to his virtues a juft equinox, 
The one as long as th' other. * Tis pity of him ; 
I fear, the truft Othello puts him in, 
On fome odd time of his infirmity, 
Will (hake this ifland. 

Mor.t. But is he often thus ? 

Iago. Tis evermore the prologue to his fleep, 
He'll watch the horologue a double fet, 
If "drink rock not his cradle. 

Mont. It were well, 
The General were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps, he fees it not; or his good nature* 
Frizes the virtue that appears in C*ffio, 
And looks not on Ids evils : is not this true ? 

N 4 , UnHt 
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Enter Rodorigo. 

lag** How now, Rodtri^o ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant, go. [Exit Rod* 

Motif* And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard fuch a Place as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity ; 
)t were an honeft action to fay fa 
Unto die Moor. 

Iago. Not I, for this fair ifland ; 
J do love CaJJto well, ajid would do much 
To cure him of this evil. Hark, what noife ? 

[W/^/^help! helpf 

Re-enter Caflio, purfuing Rodorigo, 

Co/. You rogue ! you rafcal ! 

Mont. What s the matter, lieutenant ? 

Co/. A knave teach me my duty, Til beat the knave 
into a twiggen bottle. 

Rod. Beat me 

Co/. Doft thou prate, rogue ? 

Mont. Nay, good lieutenant ; [Staying him. 

1 pray you, Sir, hold your hand. [zard. 

CVy. Let me go, Sir, or I'll knock you o'er the maz- 

Mon>. Il-ouic, come, you're drunk, 

Caf. Drunk? \X h '}fo } t> 

logo. Away, 1 fay, go out and cry a mutiny.. 

[Exit Rodorigo. 

Nay, good lieutenant ••Alas, gentlemen——- 

Help, ho! Lieutenant Sir Montano— . 

Help, mailers! here's a goodly watch, indeed' 
Who's that, who rings the bell— -diablo, ho ! 

[Bi firings. 
The town will rife.. Fy>fy x lieutenant ! hold: 
You will be ftiam'd for ever. 

Enter Othello, and Attendants 

Otb. What k the matter here ? 

Mont. I bleed ftill, J am hurt, but not to th* death. 

OjL Hold, for your lives. 

Iago^ 
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Togo. Hold, ho' lieutenant— Sir— ~Monlan:— — 
Gentlemen -^-*- 
Have you forgot all place of feflfe and duty ^ J ^ : m 
The General fpeaks to you—^ald, hold, for fharne**- \) 

Otb. Why, how now, ho ? from whence arifeth<tMs ? 
Are we turn'd Turks P and to ourielves d6 that, ■ ■ ■ • » ■ . - : ■' 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? - - - ' v 
For chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawl ; * •■■ *' 
He, that'ftirs next to carve for his own rage/ v 

Holds his fouUight : he dies upon his motion; 
Silence that dreadful bell ; it frights the ifle > >■ >' '•!■ ) 
From her propriety.. What i? the -matter ? »_. •" 

Honeit /a^e, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak, wno began this ? on thy love, 1 charge thee. 

Jago.ii do not know ; friends all, but now, cv'n now 
In quarter and in terms like bride and groom ' 

Diverting them for bed ; and then, but now f 

(As if fome planet had unwitted men,) 

Swords out, and tilting one at other's breafls, «■. 

In oppofition bloody. 1 can't fpeak 

Any beginning to this peeviih odds, 

And, \youId, in action glorious 1 had loft ' * • 

Thofe. legs that brought me to a part of it*! - 

Qtb. How comes it, MtiUct, you are thts forgot? 

Gjl 1 pray you, pardon me, I cannot fpeak. 

Qtk. Worthy M^mahc, you were wont be civil ; - 
The gravity and ftillnefs of your yomh 
Tfye wprld hath noted ; And your name is great >■ 
] n rilbuths.of wifcft ccnfurev? What's the matter* - 

That ypu. unlace your reputation thus, ' 

And fpend your rich. opinion, for the name 
Of a night- brawler? give one anfwer to it# 
■ Mont. Worthy Othetfa, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer, I ago, can inform you, 
While I fpareipeech, which fomethingnow offends me* ,• 
Of all that I do know ; nor know l aught 
By me that's faid-or done amifs this night, 
Unlefs felf-chariiy be fometime,s a vice, > 

And to defend ourfelves it be a fin, 
When violence afTails us. 

N>s, Qih. 
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Otb. Now, %.jr heav'n, ^ 

My blood begins my fafer guides to rule ; 
And palEon, having my beft judgment cholerM, 
Aflays to lead the way. If X once ftir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the beft of you 
Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began ; who fct it on ; 
And he, that is approv'd in this offence, 
Tho' he had twinn'd with me both at a birth, 
Shall lofe me.-— What, in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brim- full of fear, 
To manage private and domeftic quarrel ? 
In night, and on the Court of Guard and Safety ; (28) 
*Tis monftrous. Say, Iago, who began't ? 

Mont. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office* 
Thou doll deliver more or lefs than truth 
Thou art no foldier. 

Iago. Touch me not fo near : 
I'd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it mould do offence to Michael Cajjio : 
Yet I perfuade myfelf, to ipeak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him, 1 hus 'tis, General : 
Montano and myfelf being in ipeech, 
There comes a fellow crying out for help, 
And Caffio following with determin'd fword* 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cajjio, and intreats his paufe ; 
Myfelf the crying fellow did purfue, 
Left by his clamour (as it fo fell out) 

\i$) tn n'gbt) and on the court and guard of fafety f\ Thft is fpokefl 
fcy Othello \ but gttard of fafety, tho'ccupJed with a word of fjrnony- 
xnous conflru&ioo, was never a fojdier's language. I have ventured 
to make the conjur.Bkn y anAfgn of the genitive cafe change places: 
and fo the phvafe in ufe is reftor'd, tho* againft the authority of the 
printed copies. 

In night, and on the court of guard and fafety T- 
So, before ; 

The lieutenant to-night watches on the court of guard* 
AM, again 5 t 

Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night. 
And fo in Antony and Cleopatra; 

Let's bsar him to the court of guard 3 he is of note. 

The 



I 



Moor ^/Venice. 299 

The town might fall in fright. He, fwift cf foot, 

Out-ran my purpofe : I retqrnM, the rather 

For that I heard the clink and fall of fwordr, 

And Qaffii high in oath ; which till to-night 

I ne'er might fay before. When I came back, . 

(For this was brief) I found them clofe together 

At blow and thruft ; even as again they were, 

When you yourfelf did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report. 

But men are men ; the beft fometimes forget ; 

Tho* Caffio did fome little wrong to him, 

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wifh them beft, , 

Yet, furely, Caffio, I believe, receiv'd 

From him, that fled, fome ftrange indignity, . 

Which patience could not pafs. 

Otb. I know, lago, 
Thy honefty and love doth mince this matter, ; 
Making irlight to Caffio. Caffio, I love thee, , 
But never jnore be. officer of mine. 

Enter Dtfiewon* attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rai&'d up : 
I'll make thee an example-. 

Def. What's the matter \ 

Oth. All is well, Sweeting, come away to-bed/« 
Sir* for your hurts, myfelf-will be your furgeon. .*- 
Lead him off:. 

lago, look with care about the town, ■•-. 
And filence thofe whom this vile brawl diftradled. 
Come, Defdemona, 'tis the foldier's life, 
To have their balmy flumbers wak'd with ftrife. 

[Exeunt* . 

Movent lago and Caffio. < 

la£o % Whatj. are you hurt, lieutenant? 
' Cof. Paft all Surgery. 

lago. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 

Caf. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! oh I nave ' 
loft my refutation! I have loft the immortal part of 

N6. myfelf;- 
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wfyftlf, and what remains J* beftial* .. My fepwi£tiQn4 
/tfge>, my reputation— r— 

Ja^o. As 1 am an honed man, I had though t* you* 
had received fome bodily wound ; there is more fenfe in 
that than in reputation. Reputation ia an idle,, and, w oil 
felfe imjaofition ; oft got without merit, and loll with- 
out deferring. You have loft no reputation at. all,, 
unlefs you* repute yourfelf fuch a lofer. What, man, — 
there are ways ; to recover the General again. You are 
but now call in his mood, a punifhment more in po- 
licy than in malice i even fo as one would beat his of- 
fencelefs dog, to affright an imperious lion. Sue to 
him again, and he's yours. 

Cq/. I will rather fue to be defpis'd, than to deceive 
fo good a commander, with fo flight, fo drunken* and 
fo indifcreet an officer. Drunk, and fpeak ? Parrot, 
and fquabble? fwagger? fwear * and difcourfe fuitian- 
with one's own fhadow ? oh thou invincible fpirit of 
wine ; if thou haft no name to be known by* let us calL 
thee devil. 

logo. What was he that you fpllow'd wkh your fwordi 
what had he done to you ?. . 

CV/* 1 know not.. 

J ago. Is't poifible ? 

Caf. I remember a mafs of things, but nothing di- 
ftin&ly : a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
men mould put an enemy in their mouths, to Ileal away, 
their brains ! that we fhould with joy, pleafance, revel, 
and applaufe, transform ourfelves into beafts. 

Iago. Why, but you are now well enough : how came 
you thus recovered ? 

Caf. Jt has pleas'd the devil, drunkennefs, to give 
place to the devil, wrath ; one unperfeclnefs mews me 
another, to make me frankly defpife myfelf. 

Zfl£0. Come, you are too fevere a moraler. As the 
time, the place, and the condition of this ccjuntry ftands, 
I could heartily wifh this had not befallen : but fince 
ft is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Caf* I will afk him for my place again ; he mall' tell 
me, I am a dtunkard.I— -—had I as many mouths as 

Hjdra± 
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fl^sVfc, fcfch d* anfweV would flop th«rt all: T6 be 
now a fenfible man, by and by a fool, and prefently a 

beaft ! Every inordinate cup h unbiefs'd, and 

the ingredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar crea- 
ture, if it be well us'd : exclaim no more againil it. 
And> good lieutenant, I think, you think, I love you, 

CaJ: 1 have well approv'dit, Sir. . I diruak ! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at fome 
time,. man* I tell you what you fhall do : our General's 
wife is now the General. 1 may fay fo, in. this refped, 
for that he hath devoted and givn up himfelf to the* 
contemplation, mark and denotement of her. parts and 
graces, (19); Confers yourfelf free Jy to her : importune 
her help, to put you in your place again. She is of fo 
free, fo kind, fo apt, fo blefTed a difpofition, me holds, 
it a, vice in her goodnefs not to do more than (he is 
requeued. This broken joint, between you and her 
hufband, intreat her to fplinter. And, my fortunes 
againfl any lay worth naming, this crack of., your love 
ftiall grow ftronger than it was before. 

CaJ. You advife me well.. 

lago. I pwteft iri the fuicerity of love, and honeftr 
kindnefs. 

CaJ. . 1 think it freely.; and betimes in the mornings 
I will befcech the virtuous Dejdmona to undertake for 

(29) For that be bath devoted, ami given up b'mfelf to the conten;J>?a-. 
tion, mark, and devotcment of her parts and graces. J f remember, it is 
Taid of Antony, in the beginning of his tragedy, that he, who ufed to 
fcx his eyes altogether on the dreadful ranges of war, 
nnt " bends, no* turns, , 
The office and devotion of their .view 
Upon a ftruippet's front. 
This is finely exprefs v d j .but I cannot perfwade myfclf that our Poet 
would ever have faid, any one devoted himfelf to the devotement of any 
thing. All the copies agree ; but the mifkke certainly arofe from a 
fingle letter being turn*d up fide-down at prefs ; I read j 

to tbe contemplation, mark, and denotement of her farts and 
graces. 
Tih'e three- words are, indeed, in fome degree tautekgjcal $ hut the 
fra£tifc is illow'd to add an energy to the thi^g it would exprefs. 
'"■':''' ' "~ mo-: 
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me: I am ddperatc of my fortunes, if they check 
me here. 

Iago. You are in the right: good-night, lieutenant, 
I muft to the watch. - 

Qaf. Good-Jiight, honeft lag*. . [£W#Caffio. 

Manet Iago. 

Iago. Andwfcat's he then, that fays, I play. the villain ? 
When th\s advice is free I give, and honeft, 
Likely to thinking, and, indeed, the courfe* • 
To win the Moor again. For 'tis moft eafy. 
Th' inclining Drfiemona to fubdue 
In any honeft fuk ; iheYfram'd as fr u it fa 1 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, wefe't to renounce his baptifm, - 
All feals and fymbols of redeemed fin, 
His foul is fo enfetter'd to her love 
That (he may make, unmake, do what (he lift, . 
Even as her appetite fhall play the god 
With his weak fun&ion* Am I then a villain. 
To counfel Caffio to this paralel courfe, 
Dire&ly to his good I Divinity of hell ! 
When Devils- will their.blackeft fins put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft with heav.'nly fhews, 

As I do now.f For while this honeft fool 

Plies De/demona to repair his fortune, 

And fhe for him pleads ftrongly to the Moor; . 

Pll pour this peftitence into his ear, . 

That fhe repeals him for her body's luft: 

And by how much fhe ftrives to do him good, , 

She fhall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodnefs make the net, . 

That fhall unmefh them all. How now, Rodorigo! ' 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chace, not like a hound : 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. . My money is 
almoft fpent: I have 'been to-night exceedingly well 
cuigeirdj find I think, the iffue will be, I fhall have 

/ to* 
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fo much experience for my pains; and fo with no 
money at all, and a little more, wit, return again to 
Femce. 

Iago. How poor are they, that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal bat by degrees i 
Thou know'ft, we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time : 
Does't not go well ? Caffi* hath beaten thee, , 
And thou by that (mall hurt haft caihier'd £a£i* % . 
Tho' other things grow fair againft the fun, 
Yet fruits that bloffom firfb, will firft be. ripe : 
Content thyfelf a while. In troth, 'ti» morning : 
Pieafure and adion make the hours feem fhort. 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted: . 
Away,, I fay-; thou fhakknow more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [R*** Rodorigov 

Two thing* ate to be done; (30) 
My wife mull move for C*jJto to her mifirefs.: 

Fllfetheron: 

Myfelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Caffio find 

Sollicking his Wife,-- ay, that's the way : 

Dull not, device, by coldnefs and delay. [Exit* 

(30) Two things are to be done ; 

My wife muji move for Caffio to ber mifirefs : , 

Til fet ber on to draw the Moor apart.] Mr. Pope has falsified 
the text, becaufe it wanted a little help t fo that, in the rirft place, we 
don't fee what were the two things to be done : and, then, it was logo, 
not his wife, that was to draw the Moor apart. The old books read j 
T wo things are to be done\ 

My wife muji move for Caflio /• her mifirefs : . 

Til jet her on myfelf, awhile, to draw the Moor apart* 
This unreafonable long alexandrine was certainly a blunder of the 
editors : a (light traofpofltion and change will regulate it, as the Poet 
intended, 

My wife muji move for Caflio to ber mifirefs $ 

Til fet ber on. 

Myfelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart} . , 

And bring him }ump r bu 
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JEW*r Caflib, with Mujtcians % 
Cassio. 
ASTERS, play here, I will content your pains, 



Something that's brief; and bid, good-morrow,. 
General : .j . -a 

■■ ■ n \fflvfick plays ; and inttr Clown fhmrthe Ho*/\ 

C/civn. Why, mailers, have year inftrnments-bfeehis 
Nr/f/es, that they fpeak i'th' nOfe- thus r 

MuJ\ How, Sir, how ? 

Ciinvn. Are thefs, I pray you, wind-inftruments ? 

Mvf. Ay, marry are they, Sir. 

G-o'tvtt. Oh, thereby hangs a tail. 

A?//. Whereby hangs a tale, Sir? 

Gown* Mawy, Sir* by many a wind-innVorrieftt that 
I know. But, Matters, here's money ; for you :> and the 
General fo likes your mufick, that he defires you for 
love's fake to make no more njoiie with it. 

MuJ\ Well, Sir, we. will not. 

* Clo-iiti. If you have any mufick that may not be heard', ^ 
to't again,; But, as they fay, to hear mufick, the Gens* 
ral does hot greatly care. 

M>*f. We- have none fuch, Sir. 

Clown. Then put up your pipes in your bag for I'll . 
away. Go, vanilh into air, away. [Exeunt Muf. • 

Cfi/l Doft thou hear, mine honeft friend ? ( ; 1 ) 

Clown. No, I hear not your honeft' friend ; i hear you. 

( 3 1 ) Ca f. Dofl 4hw -fear <ne, m me boneft fiend f 

Clown. No f 1 bear not your boneji ft end y 1 * b*%ir you } Tho* 
the clswn has his detign of playing at crofs pu? pofes here, he has no 
defjgn to make fuch an abfurd anfwer. ,But, forthi^, the in at tea* ion • 
of our editors is only accountable: 'tis pl.'in, t» make th-* low jiak 
intellieible, we mutt expunge [»/] out of Ccf l '6'% Ipctch \ as both 
Mr. \Va*kurton and Dr. Tboma* Bcmhy " oKfer«*d to me: *hd their- 
obfervation happens -to have, the fanftien of the elder quarto. 
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Caf. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets, there's a poor 
piece of gold for thee : it the gentlewoman, that attends 
the GeneraPs wife, be ftirring, tell her, there's one Caffia 
entreats of her a littje favour of fpeech. Wilt thou 
do this ? 

Clown. She is ftirring, Sir ; if flie will ftir hither,. I 
fhall feem to notify unto her. [Exit Clown. 

Caf. Do, my good friend. 

To him, enter Jaga. 
In happy time, Ia & o. 

Iago. You have not been a bed then ? 

Caf. Why, no ; the day had broke, before we parted* 
I have made bold to fend in to your wife j 
My luit is, that fhe will to De/dtmana 
Procure me fome accefs. 

Iago. Y\\ fend her prefeotly ; 
And I'll devife a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converfe and bufmefs 
May be more free. [Exit, 

Caf. I humbly thank yoti fbr't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeft. 

To htm, enter Emilia. 

jEmlL Good-morrow, good lieutenant, I am forry 
For your difpleafure ; but all will, fure, be well. 
The General and his wife are talking of it : 
And flie fpeaks for you ftoutly. '1 he Moor replies, 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity ; and that in wifdqm fyou ; 

He might not but refufe you. But he proteits, he loves 
And needs no othe* Alitor, but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 

C f. Yet I befeech you, 
If you think. fit, or that it may he done, 
Give me advantage of fome brief difcourfe 
With Oefdemona alone. * 

j&mil. Pray you, come in 1 
I will bellow you -where you, ffcalL have. Uttiet ., 
To fpeak your bofom freely. -\ ■• 

Cof. I'm much bound to you, [fixiunt* 

Enter 
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Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen, 

Otb. Thefe letters give, Iago> to the pilot, 
And by him do my duties to the Senate ; 
That done, 1 will be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 

Jago. My good Lord, Til do't. 

Otb* This fortification, gentlemen, fhall we fee'lt 

Gent* We'll wait upon yotir Lordfliip. [Exturtr 

SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Palace* 

Enttr Defdemona, Caffio, and iEmilik. 

Df/. TYE thou aflur'd, good Caffio* I will da 

Jfj All my abilities in thy behalf* [band 

JBmiL Good iVi adam, do : 1 know, it grieve* my haf- 
As if the caufe were his* 

D<f. Oh, that's an honeft fettow;..douitf.nc*, d G^& r 
But 1 will have my Lord and you again. 
As friendly as you were*. 

Caf. Moil bounteous Madam, . 
Whatever fhall become of Htcbael Caffio^ 
He's never any thing but your true fervant. 

Def % 1 know't, I thank, you ; you do lovetny Lord r 
You've known him long ; and, be you well affur'd* 
He lhall ia ftrangenefs ltand jio farther off 
Than in a politick diftance. . - 

Ca/ r Ay, but, lady, t ^ -m-j ^u 

That policy way cither UfHb long, . ' 

Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifh diet^ ., 
Or breed itfelf fo out of circumftances, ^ 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply'd* % 
My General will forget my love and fervice. 

Def. u U&-not doubt that ; before JEm.fia here*-, 
I give thee. warrant of thy place. . AfTure thee* . 
Jf I do vow-a friendlhip ? 1 11 perform it 
To the, laft article. My Lord lhall never reft ; 
l*Jl watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; , 
His, bed ihajl feenx a fchool, his board a ihrift ; 

I'll 
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'11 intermingle every thing he does 

Vith CaJpo T i imt : therefore be merry, Cajfioy 

ox thy follicitor /hall rather die, 

Chen give thy caufe away. 

Enttr Othello,., and Iago, at diftanct*.- 

JEn£l Madam* here comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam, I'll take my leave. 

Def Why, liay, and hear me (peak. 

Caf Madam, not now ; J am very ill at eafe, 
Jnnt &>f mine own purpofes. 

Df. Well, do your difcretion* [Exit Cafluv 

Iago.. Hah ! I like not that. ■ 

Otb. What doft thou fay > 

Iago. Nothing, my Lord; or if— I know not what. 

Otb. Was not that Caftd f pasted from my wife ? 
: Jags. Coffin my Lord ? no, Aire, I cannot think it> 
That he would deal away fa guilty- like, 
(teeing, yjBnxombg. 

Otb. I t believe, 'twas he. 

Def. How now,, my Lord t 

have been- talking with a foitor here, 
\ man that languifhes in your diipleafure* 

Otb. Who is't you mean ? 

Def. Why, your lieutenant C>Jp+. Good my Lord^ 
f I have any grace, or power to move you, 
lis prefent reconciliation take. 
r or if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning* 

have no judgment in an honeft face, 
pr'y thee, call him back. 

Otb. Went he hence now r 

Def I, fboth, fo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To fufier -with him. Good love, call Mat back. 

Otb. Not now, fiveet Defdemtna ; fame other time* 

D</: But ihall't be mortly ? 

Otb. The foooer, Sweet, for you. 

Def Shall' t be to-night at fupper r 

Otb* Not to-nfghu 
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ZX/. To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I mall not dine at home ; 

I meet the Captains at the citadel. 

Def. Why then to-morrow night, or Tuffdaymotfy 
Or Yuefday noon, or night, or bVedncJday morn, 
I pr'ythee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days ; in faith, he's penitent : . 
And yet his trefpafs, in our common reafon, 
(Save that, they fay,. the wars mud make examples* 
Out of their befl-J is not almoit a fault 
T' incur a private check. When (hall he come? 
Tell me Ottelh. I wonder in my foul, 
W'hat you would-alk me, that 1 would deny/ 
Or (land fo mutt'ring on ? what ? Michael Qaflio !<~ — 
That came a wooing with you, and many a time, 
When I fpoke of you difpraifmgly, 
Hath ta'en your part, to have fo much to do 
To bring him. in ? truft me, I could do much*— ~ 

Oth. P'rythee, no more ; let hinvcome when he willj 
I« will deny thee nothing. • 

Def W hy, v this is not 4 a boon : , - " 
'Tis as I fhou Id entreat you wear yoar gloves, 
Or feed oh nouriftiing meats, or keep you warm& 
Or fure to you, to do peal liar profit 
To your own perfon. Nay, when I have fait, , 
Wherein I. mean to touch your love, indeed^ 
It fhall be full of poize and difficulty, ■- 
And .fearful to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing.-. 
Whereon I do befeech thee, grant me this r 
To leave me but a little to myfelf.. 

Def. Shall I deny yoa.f no*: Farewel, my Lord. 

Otk. Farewel, my Defdemma, I'll come ft*ait 

Def. &milia> tome; be, as your fancies teach you 
Whatever yoii.be, I am obedient?. \Exeun 

Mn'nent Othello, enilzgp.' 

Oth. ExcellentWench!— Perdition catch myJbul,{3 

- . . ; b 

(£*) Excellent wretch I Pirdxt'ion <aub my Joul y 

But Ido love tbce\ &c,\ TW *U tUe printed copies ccncui 
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love thee ; and when I love thee not, 
i come again. 
My noble Lord,— 
What doft thou fay, J ago T 
Did Michael Cajfioy when you woo'd my lady, 
f your love? 

He did, from firft to lad ; why doft thou a(k ? , 
But for a fatisfa&ion of my thought, 
tier. harm. 

Why of thy thought, Z*£0 ? 
I did not think, he'd been acquainted with iu < 
Oh, yes, and went between us very oft. 
Indeed! [that? 

Indeed ! ay, indeed. Difcern'ft thou aught in 
•thoneft? 
Honeft, my Lord ? 
Honed ? . ay, honeft. 
My Lord, for aught I know. * 
What doft thou think ? 

•Think, my Lord ! [me? 

TJaink, my Lord ! why, by heav*n, thou echo'ft 

ere were fome morifter in thy thought, 

leous to be fliewn. Thou doft mean fomething : 

thee Aiy but how, thou liifdft not that, 

ZaJJio left my wife. What did'ft not like ? 

ng, 1 think, it is very reafonably to be fufpe£led. Othello is 
igbere with admiration and rapturous fondnefs : hut wretch 
1 be admitted to be ufed, unlefs in companion or contempt. 
o queftioh, but the Poet wrote ; 

illent wench ! Perdition catch my foul, &c, ' 

o be obferv'd, that, in Shakespeare's time, wench , lafs % 

vere not ufed in that Vow and vulgar accrprati. n as they are 

ime of day ; but very frequently with dignity. To appeal 

inftances. 

■ ■ "Oh ill-flarr'd wench 1 , 

: as thy fmock ! Qlbd'o. 

if. Royal wench ! 

made great Cafar lay hh fword to bed, &c. Arrto, and Chop, 

v boaft thee, Death, in thy poflefiion lies 

r/i unparagoriM. " ' "' ' Ihid, 

What, girl! tho' gray 

omething mingle with our younger brown, &c% RtV» 
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And when I told theerfce was of my ccmnfel* 
;In my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cry'dft, ikfad-f 
And didft contrail and purfe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadft fhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou doA love nte, - 
Shew me thy thought. 

lag*. My Lord! you know, I love you* 

Oth. 1 think, thou doit : 
. And for I know, thou art full of love and honefty, 
And weigh'ft thy words before thou grv'fl them breathy 
Therefore thefe flops of thine fright me the more ^ 
tFor fuch things, in a falfe difloyai knave, 
, Are tricks of cuflom ; but, in a man that's juft, 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, (33) 
That paffion cannot rule. 

logo. For Michatl Co/fit, 
I dare be fworn, I think, that he is hone& 

Oth. 1 think fo too, ^ 

Iago. Men fhould be what they feem. 
-Or thofe that be not, would they might feem none ! 

Oth. Certain, men fhould be what they feem. 

lago. Why, then, I think, Ca/fio's an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this ; 
I pray thee,fpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dofl ruminate ; and give thy worft of thoughts 
The worft of words. 

I ago. Good my Lord, pardon me. 
Tho' I am bound to every aft of duty, 
I am not bound to that, all Haves are free to; 

( jj) but, in a man thai* juft, 

They're clofc denotements working from the heart , 
That paffion cannot rule,] I cannot lee, why this reading fhould 
be prefer'd into the text; and -another degraded, which makes the 
fentiment admirably fine. 

Thy* re cold dilations working from the heart, 
That paffion cannot rule. 
'" Thefe flops and breaks, which thou mak'/t, (fays Othello) are cold 
~*' dilations, or the cold keeping back a fecret, which men of phlegma- 
<( tick constitutions, whole hearts are not ruled or governed by their 
" paflions, we find, can do ; while more fangwuic tempers reveal 
4t themfclves at once, and without 1 efenre." lAi % Warbunon. 

Utter 
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SJtter my thoughts !— Why, fay, they're vile and falfe } j 

As whore's that Palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo pure, 

But fome uncleanly apprehenfions 

Keep leets and law-days, and in feffions fit 

With meditations lawful ? 

Oz/% Thou doft confpire againft thy friend, laga, 
If thou but think'ft him wrong'd, and mak'ft his ear 
A .Granger toothy thoughts. 

logo. I do beieech you, 
Though, I perchance, am vicious in myguefs,— 
-(As, I confefs, it is my nature's plague 
To fpy into abufe ; and oft my jealoufy 
Shapes faults that are not. J) I in treat youthen, 
From «ne that foimperfe&ly conceits, 
Your wifdom would not build yourfelf a trouble 
Out of my fcattering and unfure obfervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honefty, an4 wifdonj, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Otb. What doft ^hou mean? 

Iago. Good name in man and woman, dear my Lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their fouls. 
Who fteals my purfe, deals trafh; 'tis Something, no- 
thing; (34) 

(34) WhoJUah my putfe t fleaUtraJb j 'tis fometbing, nothing ; 

y Twat wine t *tis bis ; and has been flaw to tboufands.J 
Of riches, and other temporal poffeflions, being uncertain, and often 
^changing their mailers, we meet with feveral paflages in the CI allies, 
,which might have given out Author a hint for this fentiment. 
Nunc ager Umbreni fub nomine, nuper Ofelli 
, Di&us, erit nulli proprius $ fed ctiet in ufum 
Nunc mihi, nunc alii. Horat, Serm, lib. ii, z, 

This Lucian feems to have imitated in an epigram. 
*Aypo; 'Axaiftsvtite yzvifxtv noli, yvv ft MiWvtTtf, 

Kal vaKn i£ sre^tf B^to/ahi iic flexor* 
Kai y£o ixiiiO' e^siv fx° iroT <Zi%, £ trtihn vro$ 

Nil proprium ducas, quod mutarier pot eft. Publ. Syras. 

% Ovk 1iV iroa mjrot6*c d^yv^los, rraTtf. 
'O juugoc i t TVX,"* *•** /*** * XlKlu/UfiVfttf 
"K>jbx«,-t«v u*ln(4hm ¥ apflhtlo, Apoliodorus. 

Xgnp*l*y artt»xm aAXoIi dXKo; l^i« # Solon. 
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'Twai mine, 'tis his ; and has been Have to <th on fends j, 
But he, 'that filches from me my good, name*. , ) 
Robs me of that, which not enjiches tim$ / ] ^ ^ 
And makes me poor indeed. „ <>v ' \ , ^ 

Oib. I'll know thy thoughts. ' i' ■ ( . 

/ go. You cannot, if my heart were in your handj 
Nor fhall not, whilft 'tis in my cuftody. 

Oth, Ha.! 
' Idgo. Oh, beware, my Lord, of j ealoufy 5 
It is a green-ey*d monfter, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in blifs,\ 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger $,/ • \- 
But, t>h, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who doati, yet doubts ; fufpe&s, yet ftrongly loves ! 

Oth. Oh mifery ! 

lagc. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches endlcfs, is as poor as winter, % - 

To him that ev^r fears he fhall be poor. ' / "•••■'» 

Good heav'n ! the fouls of all my tribe defend , ' ,\ 
From jealoufy ! ' , . ; 

Oth. Why? why is this? . ' 

Think'ft thou, I'd make a life of jealoufy ? ' ,' , 
To follow ftill the changes of the moon 
With frefli fufpicions ? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be refolv'd. Exchange me for a goat, *...-, 
When I fhall turn the bufinefs of my foul 
To fuch exfufHicate and blown furmifes, % 

Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealdte 
To fay, my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of fpeech, fings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, thefe are mod virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits 1 will 1 draw 
The fmallefl fear, or doubt of her-*e«ok;- 
For flie had eyes, and chofe me. No*, /-£*,' 
1'JJ fee, before f doubt; when I doubt* prove; 
And/on the proof, there is no more but this, ^ J^ ^ 
Awpy at once with love, or j&alcmfy* „ ." t • .. .; ;> 

,~Ia%o. i'm glad of this; for now 1 malL hav« reafon * 
To (hew the lov« and <luty that I bear yw ^-^w 

With-franker fpirit. Therefore, as rnifcoundT A \^. 
9 v Receive 
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Receive it from me. I fpeak not yet of proof. 

Look to yotxf wife, obferve her well with Qaffiu ; 

Wear your eye, thus : not jealous, nor fecure ; 

I would not have your free and noble nature 

Out of felf-bounty be abus'd : look to't. 

I know our country difpofition well ; 

In Venice they do let heav'n fee the pranks. 

They dare not fhew their hufbands; their beftconfeiefeef 

Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. 

Otb. Doft thou fay fo ? 

Iago. She did deceive her rather, marrying you ; 
And when fhe feem'd to ihake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them mod. 

Otb. And fo fhe did. 

logo. Go to then ; 
She, that, fo young, could give out fuch a Jeeming 

To feal her father's eyes up, clofe as oak — 

He thought, 'twas witchcraft— but I'm much to blame : 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 

Otb. I'm bound to you for ever. 

Sago. I fee, this hath a little daih'd your fpirits. 

Otb. Not a jot, not a jot. 

lag*. Truft me, I fear, it has : 
I hope, you will confider, what is fpoke 
Comes from my love. But, I do fee, you're mov'd— 
I am to pray you, not to ftrain my fpeech 
•fa) groffer iflues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to fufpicion. 

Otb. I will not. 

Iago. Should you do fo, my Lord, (35) 

(35) Should you <&/», my Lord, 

Ah jf^ would fail into fucb vile eixtft. 
Which my thoughts aim not at,} This it Mr. &*** reading, 
and, I em afraid, as erroneous as it is unauthorized. For, fuppofe, 
OthoJlo were to believe all that lago told him on fufpicion, how would 
tugo*s fpecdi fill into the worfe excefs thereupon ? All the old copies, 
that I tape feen, read, fuccefs : and this is certainly the Author's 
memhuj. " If yon foo»W believe all I have faid, my Speech would 
•' foeceefd worfe, have more vile confequences in your retc&UcA&x. 
t your wife, than I hid any aim, or out^ofe, \& t;*.&\&^ 
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My fpeech would fall into fuch vile fuccefs, 
Which my thoughtsaimiidfcat* CaffiSs my worth/ friend 
My Lord, I fee, you're raov'd— — • 
Oib. No, riot much mov'd— — 
J do not think, but Def demands honeft, 

Iago. Long live Jflie fo ! and long live you to tjuqfc^pt 
Oth. And yet, how Nature erring from itfejf^-- 
logo. Ay, there's &he point ;-— as (to J>e jt>ol4 \yith you) 
Not to affett many propofed matches 
Cf her own clime, complexion and degree* 
Whereto we fee in all tilings Nature tends : , 

Foh ! one may fmell, in fuch, a will moll ranjs> 
Fotfl difproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
But, pardon me, I do not in pofi^on 
Diftinftly fpeak of her ; tho' I may fear, , ; 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, . , 
And, haply^, fo repent. 
' Otb. Farewel, farewel; 
If more thou doll perceive, let me know more; 
Set on thy wife t'obferve. Leave me, Iago. 

Jago. JVIy Lord,. I take my leave. * [Gei/$* 

Oth'. Wiy did I marry ? > 

This honeft creature, doubtjefs, 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

Ia$o. My Lord, I would, I might entreat your Honouj: 
To fcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time : ' 

Altho' 'tis fit that tajfio have \i%s place, 
tor, fure, he fills it- up with great ability ; ■:>•■■■" 
Yet if you pleafe to hold him off awhile, • l 

You ihajl by that perceive him, and his means ; * V 
Note, i( your lady drain his entertainment' '' k A 
With any ftrong, or vehement importunity % ' ' ° ' '^ 
Much will be feen in that. In the meatn tinvcj 
Iitme be thought too btrfy in m^ fears, v ! v ' ; - >A > 
(As worthy cattle I have to fear, / am;) ' ' '■'[. ' ' ' 
And hold her free, Ido befeech your Honour, > 
Oth. Fear not my government. * 

Shm I bncfc nKtfe take my leave. [B*1t f 

' $ .»■■,./■ > ;;,: ,ii « . »; s . ; ' !?r A:< Jt 3 J.. 
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Oz£. This fellow's of exceeding honefty, v 
And knows all ouali$ie"s~ witt sl learned fpi.rjt, 
Of human dealing IF I prove her haggard^ 
Tho* tHat,her jedes were *ny dear heart-itrings, 
rd"wniftle Jier oft, and let her down the wincf 
Td prey it fortune. Haply, for Tm bfack, K t 
AndJiavenot thofefoft parts of con verfatiqn 
That chamberers have ; or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much ■ ~ 
She's gone, lam abus'd, and my relief 5 ; f 

Mufl be to loath her. Oh the curfe of marriage 1 
That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours, „ 

And not their appetites ! 1 had rather be a toad, 
And live upon 'the vapour of a dungeon, t 

Than keep £ corner in the thing I love, 
For others' ufe^ Yet 'tis the plagae of Great ones ; 
Frerogativ'd are they lefs than the bafe ; 
'Tis deftfriy unftiunnablei like death. 
Ev'n. then, -this forked plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken. De/demena comes ! ( 

Enter Defdemona and ^Emilia. 

Ijf^e^eftijfe,, oh, then heav'n mocks itfelf; 
I'll not bejieve't. 

Def. How now, my dear Othello f 
Your -dinner, and the generous iflandersj 
By you invited* do attend your prefence. 

Oik. I am to blame. 

D^/I Why do you fpeak fd faintly ? • . . 
Are you not well ? ; ......... 

Oib. Ihaice a pain upon my forehead here, 

Def. Why, that'si with watching, 'twill away ajain i 
Let me but bind i$ r hard ? within this hour 

It will bewriybiVy;,.., ■, ■" A * - J ,:; : '"bli.'inr 
O//. Your napkin is too little. 5. ,.,..,,': , ^ 

Let it alone : come, I'll go in with you. 
vvttjf. I am very forry ; that you are not yjs\\% yLxeutit* 

O z Mt.na 



JEmh . I ^m glad, I have found this napkin ; 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moo* ; 
My wayward hofband hath a* hundred times ''" 
Woo'd me to Heal it. But fhe fo loves die token, 
{For he conjurM her, ihe mould eve* keep it) ' 
That (he reserves it evermore about her, 
To kifs and talk to. I'll have the work fa'sn o.u^ 
And giv't Iago ; what he'll do with it, 
Heiv'ft knows, not I: 
I nothing, but to pleafe his fentafy. 

Enter Iago. 

Jago. How now ? what do you here alone ? 

JEmiU Do not you chide; I have a thing foryoiu 

Iag9> You have a thing for me ? 
It is a common thing—— 

jEmil. Ha? 

lap. To have a foolifh wife. 

Jtmih fch, is that all ? what will you give me now 
For that fame handkerchief ? 

Iago. What handkerchief? 

JEmiL What handkerchief?—*— 
Why, that the Moor firft gave jto Defimona ; 
That which fo often you did bid me fteaj. 

Iago. Haft ftollen it from her ? 

jEMit> No ; but ihe let it drop by negligence $ 
And, ttf th* advantage, l 9 being here, took't up : 
Look, here 'tis. 

Iago. A good Wench, give it me. [earheft 

uEmifctVfh&t will you do with't, yon have been ft 
To have me filch it ?^ 
,Jago. Why, what is that to you ? [Snatching it* 

j£miU Trt be not for fome purpofe of import, 
Give't me again. Poor lady ! /he'll run mad, 
When ihe mall lack it. 

lago^TtewtiyQxi known on't: 
I naVe ufe for it. Go, leave me—— [Exit Mtrdl* 
I t wiilw Caffitfi lodging tofe this naukiu, 



Mfcr of VBNreE.- $i/ 

And let him find it* Trifles light as air 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ftrong 

As proofs of holy Wm*u^Tidattaiay^ fomeihingy* 

The MoQf; already change* with' my poribns.: 

Dang'rous ccmeeiu we ia their nature ^ofifons, (j6)» 

Whicttat th&&r& are fcaroe found to diftafte ; 

But, with * little a& upon the blood, 

Burn like the- mines of fulphur.— 1 did fmy fo. 

inter Othello. 

Hook, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragorv 
Nor all the drowfy fy raps of the world, 
Shall evermed'cine thee to that fweet fleep, 
Which thou hadft yefterday. 

Otb. Ha ! falfe to me \ 

Jago. Why, how mow, General I no more of that* 

6th. Avant! begone! thou'ft fet me on the rack : 
Ifwear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know a little. 

lago. How, my Lord ? 

Oth. What fenfe had I of her floil'n hours of luft ? 
I faw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me ; 
I flept die next night well ; was free,, and merry ; 
I found not Caflio's kiiTes on her lips i 
He, that is robb'd, not wanting what is ftoU'n, 
Let him not know't,. and he's not robb'd at all. 

Iago. I am forry to hear this. 

Oth* Ifjwd been happy, if the general camp, a 
(Pioneers and all,) had tailed her fweet body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind! Farewcl content! 
Farewd the plumed troops, and the big war,- 
That make ambition virtue! oh, farcweil 



(j|6) Vang ious conceits are in their nature poifons^\ f^aflflbt gpffiMy" 
account for Mr, Pope's oftentation of induftfy upon this pafn§e. 1 Ibis 
'9 Yi^rejford from the Jirji editiMy compleaii the *fehje. Bat, 
t us obferve the accuracy of this vrtndertxft 'Aftdrer. fTfrelltf*, 
i, n in thefirft edition iM\ , tfc\ibkmfa*n.fo#ffi*i\4<ficond 
on* yb folio j 'tisip xbf Wlty o£ 4 l6$o ;\andjjti|.in tfce,pdi- 
it ourby Mr. Rowei cow the in « it refat* d f tWw. rnoii^t*, $ 
n curatupt^^ ^ ■'<■' '&-" : '' '■ ■■•■'■- ~ ^ as V ' 



line, fays hey re/for* d from the frft editht^ completes the *fehfe. Bat, 
pray, let us observe the accuracy of this vrtndertxft 'Aftdref. fTfrelltf*, 
'tis true, n in thtfift edition i)w\ , tfa\i^mfa*n.fa0l*Q4<fi™nJ 
inxpjeflion 
tions put < 
ptldrcftti 



3i & QrHxtfLXh *& r 

Farcwcl thai neighing ftceaV and the fbrill ^amp>v 
The fpirifejtijaing drum, th' ^ear-piercing ; fifty '''••'* 
The myal banner,. land all quality, . •*; ■•;' 

Pride, pomp, and carcmnlUnce of glorious wart 
-And* oh, you mortal engines, whofe rdde throat! 
Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell O/^'/oV Occupation's, gone ! 

Jago. Js't poffible,. my.Lord-i 

Q&b % Villain, be fure^thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be fure of it : give me the ocular proof, 

\Catcbirtg bold on bim+, 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal foul, 
Thou had ft keen better have been born- a dbg, 
Than anfwer my wak'd wrath. 

lago % Is't come to this? 

Otb. Make me to fee't ; or, at the leaft* fd prove it,. 
That, the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life ! 

Iago. My noble Lord »— 

Otb, If thou doit flander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more ; abandon all remorfe*; 
On horrors head horrors accumulate y 
Do deeds to make heav'n-weep, all earth amazM y. 
For nothing canft thou t© damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

la, o. Oh: grace ! . oh Jieav'n defend me ! v 

-Are you a man ? have you afoul ? or fcnfe ? f 
God bew' you ; take mine office. — O wretched fbeJ? 
That liv'il to make thine honefty a vice 1 
Oh monftrous world I; take note, sake note, oh world, 
To be direft and honefr,. is not fafe* - vj 

J thank you., for this praiit, and from hence ; ^itf 

I'll love no friend* fith, love breeds fi^ch offence* 

Otb. Nay, (lay — thou mould ft be honeft-—- ■ 

Iago. I ihould be wife, for honeftyfs 1 a fool, ; 
And lofes what is works for.. : 

Otb f ,i By the world, 
I thirtk* my wife is rhoncft ; and: think, me is not ; - 
J think, that thou art juft $ and think, thou art not;, 
l'JJ have fome proof* Her name* that was as frefh 



i 



As D/f *- & wifagei is now begrimM and:]blach ; : v n < 
As my 6#fl~faee< v Jf there be cordsy oj-i knive^ ;: ^ iiT 
Poifon, or fire, or fu locating ftreams, : h-;oj jfi f 

I'll not endure'ti 'Would, I were fatisfiediloq ^Wr.<\ 

Iagp* 1 fee, Sir, you are eaten* dp with paffioii > 1 » r, A 
J do repent me that I pat it to yout n T 

You would be fatisfied? J 

Or if. Would ? nay, and will. . \ 

lagc. And may ; but how ? how fatisfied, my Lowi? 
Wbufd you be fupervifor, grofly gape on ? >■:■'] >'} 

Behold her tupp'd ? 

Q:b. Death and damnation ! oh! ^ ( > 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, ; - . i 
To bring 'em to that profpeft : damn them then> ' ; ' 
]f evfer'mortal eyes do fee them bolfter, 
N.ore than their own. What then? how then ? v ' 
What fhall I fay? where' s fatisfadlion ? ^ ^ «• 

It \& impoilible you fhould fee this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys*- * 
As fait as wolves in pride, and fools as grofi 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I iky, :' • ^ /" 
K imputation and ftrong circum fiances, .■■ r > 

Which lead directly to the door of truths 
Will give you fatisfaction, you might hav't. - 

Otk. Give me a living reafon (lie's di&oyaJ.' i ■•■■ 

lago* I do not like the office ; 
But fith I'm ehterM in this caufe fo far, *■ f \ ^ ' 

Prkfe'd to't by foolish honefly and love r " '<- r - > 

I wili go on. I lay with Ctfffio lately, • '= v-i j ,;:!T 

And, fieing troubled with a- raging tooth* « i ; r t iV 

I could not fleep. > : ■/■:. o'i 

THere are a kmd of men, fo loofe ofrfoul^ >.;;., ui t 
That in their deeps will mutter their affairs '>f ''•'<'< i-'i- 
Cne of this kind is Cajpa: ^ 

In fleep I heard hint fay, ** Sweet Be/JUmoJia, • . 
•* Let us be wary, let us hide our loves i?^ - L::A. 
And then, Sir r would he gripe, and wring my hs!nd; v> 
Cry— ^QhTfwret.CTeature/!" undcthen fcift Die h*tfd^ \ 
As if die phickf up kifles by the roots, ' * ■;.-•> .^ ; J f 
T hat igrew upon my lip ; then lay lak \eg^ »> c « \ ^ ^ \ 



|2P :OTUilL'0,.*fo 

Oyer 4^p thigh, and #£h *n£ feife itjwiifhe* ■>«! ?^ 1 

Cry," Curfcd fate ! that gave thee K>, the, I^OBr,* 
O//;. Oh monftrous ! monftrous! v 1 , ^ 

%go. Nay, this was but his dream. - * 
Otb. But this denoted a fore-gone conclusion ; ., * 

'Tis a (hrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
lagc. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 

That do demonilrate thinly. 
Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 
Ingo, Nay, but be wife ; yet we fee nothing done.* 

5 he may be honeft yet. Tell me but this*. 

Have you not fometimes feen a handkerchief, t 

Spotted with itrawberries in your wife's hand ? / 
Oth. I gave her fuch a one ; 'twas my iirft gift- t > 
Iago. 1 know not that ; but fuch a handkerchief^ 

(I'm fure, it was your wife's,) did I to-day> 

See Cajjio wipe his beard with, .''-■•• 

Oth. Jf it be that 

logo. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers, 

It fpeaks againft her with the other proofs. 

Oth. Oh, that the flave had forty thoufand lives! 

One is too poor, to weak for my revenge. 

Now do I fee, 'tis true. Look here, Iago* 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 

'Tis gone; 

A rife, black vengeance from the hollow hell ! 

Yield up, oh love, thy crown and hearted. threw c.j' 

To tyrannous hate ! fwell, bofom, with thy fraught* 

For 'tis of afpicks' tongues. . . .•> 

Jag"). Yet be content. c 

Oth. Oh, blood, blood, blood * 

lngo Patience, 1 fay; your mind, perhaps, may change. 
Oth. Never, lago. Like to the Pontick fea, < . < 

"Whofe 7 icy current and compulfive courfe, 

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 

To the Prcpontick, and the Helltfant :■■ 

Even fo my bloody thoughts with violent pace , 

Shall ne'er lookback, ne'er ebb to humble love, 

•1 ill that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — -Now, by yon marble heav'n, 

la 



l&or ^'ViKritE. 32* 

In the doe ravVetfiee of a fecred vow ' - 1 | \Ht kniels. 
I here eag*ge>i&y *drd*--i-i - A f,,,i \. 

/*g*. Do not rife yet : r l TPagD £**<//« 

Witnefs, you ever-burning lights abbvd 1 ' f . 
You element*, that clip us round about ! 
Witnefs, that here lago doth. give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Oibello's feryice. Let him command, (37) 
Nor, to obey, ihall be in me Remorfe, 
What bloody bun* nefs ever- 

Oth. I greet thy love, 
Not with vai& thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, * 
And will upon the inftant put thee to't : 
Within thefe three days let me hear thee fay, 
That Co//jo'& not alive. 

Iago. My friend is dead; (38) 
*Tis done at your requeft. But, let her live. - 

-{37) — — — »Z*f bkn command, 

And to obey pall be in nu remorfe, , 

What bloody bufinefs ever.} Thus *1I the old copies, to the 
manifeft depravation of the Poet's fenfeS Mr. Pope has attempted an - 
emendation, but with his old luck and dexterity. 

Not to obey jhall Me in mt remorfe, 8ec; 
I read, with the chanze only or" a fingle letter 5 , 

Nor, to obey y . pall be in me remorfe, fcc* - 
i e. Let your commands be ever fo bloody, remorfe and compaflion 
ihall not re ft rain me from obeying them. Much to the feme teuour 
lady Ma<betb fays ; ; 

Step op th* acoefs and pafTage to remorfe, 

Thatno compunctious vifitings of Nature 

Shake my fell purpofe. 
(jfr) lago. My friend is dead."] i. e. I am fo fumly refolv'd to obey 
yetur commands, that you may conclude Caffto already dead* Ben 
Joitfi*\\ remember, in a like circumftance, in his Catiline, has finely 
expjrcfs'd the impetuonty of Cetbegus*& character $ the dialogue ir 
about making away with Cicero, 

— >HtpalUte) 

Shall was too (lowly Ctid :— — W% dying ; .that 

Is, yet too fl>w :-^— Hc\ dead.. 
But this, by the bye, is a copy from Seneca the tragedian, in hts Her* 
*ulti Furens, 

Lycus Creonti debit ax pttnat dabit : 

Junlutn eft, dabit j dau hoc qmaut tfl ientmn?&tA\x» 

QU.5.. &&* 



Oth. Damn her, lewdM^>.^r4¥WJ^^da9|^^r^ 
Come, ^wfoT*fittWb\f\ will jvith^w : ^g , 

To furmfy m wfofam fmkm*^tfJ0foo Vj ; 

For the fW:9l»yt^NwtlMtiUWfisx $Wfc«HWfc.T^ 
lego. I am yo^^n, far; ever* r ? ..„■-, <L [$&unt.- 

SCENE, another apartment in the. Palate 

Enter Defdemana, ^Emilia, md\Clown. 
De/7 T\Q you. know, firrah* where Lieutenant Cj^rJr 

U? lies? 

Clown. 1 6*are riot fay, he lied any where. 

27c/I Why, man ? 

Clown. Hete a foldier ; and forme to*fay, .^ foldier 
Kev J tis ftabbing. - A * 

Vef. Go to; where lodges heh A '' ' <}L ; * 7 ' ' 

Clown. To tell you where he lodges? is. to teft^oir 
where I lie.: ■■■:■-.. .-v^ 

Df/: Cin any thing be made of thk>' 3 ji ^ 

Clown. ; I know not where he lodges ; l arid for the to • 
devife a lodging, 2nd fay, he lies here, or JteUei &ere^ 
were to. lie hi mine own throat, ' .' 

Def. Can you enquke him out? and- be* edified by 
report? . j ' : -^ \/ 

Clown. I will' catechize the world for him; 1 that is,, 
make queftions, and bid. them anfwer* (39) ' ^' 

De£ Seek him, bid him come hither;, tell him* L 
have japv'd my Lord on his behalf, an&hopei allvtfU 
ieWelfc ' "'". ' . " ' ' :,; -' 1: ^'- v ' 

Clcnvft. To do this is within the compafs' of iriafrV 
nit? and therefore I will attempt the doing of it. 

[Exit Clown*. 

i) £ / Where fliou Id I lofe that handkerchief/ MmiUa ? 

< fytf C3kjw». J toiU eattcbfzc tbt world fir bmr ; 

■if; i, t ( > t t , 1 1 . i . . *?h*t it,) vidkesquefii***, mid by tbcm anfmsr.] * « 

{ TThis dtnon 'n& fool to fome purpoie. He was to go ieek for one ; 
k^ ii^<,ihfc will *ik for him, and by his owaqaciHcns make anfwtr. • 
Without doubt, vwt fliould read % 

r • tou g a 1 ■ * f and bid them anjmer. ;;.;,' 

i« e it« worid ji tf»fe> whom he quefUooi, . / > . MttWarfartn* 

JSnuL 



Def. Believe me, I Jiatl t&th&liiv&iminf^vifm^' 1 
FulLofCru^ddes/ ^ '-• t 

Irtrae 6f awnd* and ttiad£ of no'fuch bafentef* ^ H - ,f : 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough v 

To put him to ill thinking, 

JEmih Is he not jealous t- 

Def. Who, he ? 1 thinky the Sun r where he was- born,* 
Drew all foch humours from him* 
< jEmiL took, where he comes. 

Def 1 will not leave hiinv now, till Caffn be 
Call'd to him. How is it with you my Lord F 

Enter Othello, 

Otb. Welli my good lady* Oh, harduefs to diiJemble-f • 
How do you, Dejdemona? 

Def. Well, my Lord. 

Otb. Give me your hand ; this hand is rnoilt, my lady. - 

Def. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no forrow. 

Qtk. This argues fruitfulnefs, and liberal heart : 
Sot, hot, an&moift— this hand of yoars requires 
A fequefter from liberty ; falling and prayer, 
Mucji caftjg^tipn, ex'ercife devout ; 
Eor here's a young and fweating devil here r 
That commonly rebels; 'tis agood hand,. 
A frank one. 

i ftkfri Y9 U ma y» indeed, fay ib ; 
Ppy 'twas ihat hand, that gave away my hearth 

Otb. A liberalhand. Thehearts, ofold, gavehands $ {40)* 
Bui our new heraldry, is hands not hearts; 

s^ft) ^Vi i M .. <J% e h*srts of aid gave tandiy 
v* ;^BtU out nei&Ltmtdry is bands tot Jbearfs.Jii :-j 
The fenfeof the fentence here is very clear 5 but, ndtwilfcftanding, • 
I-have a fufpicion, that a point of hrftoryas 4jbli<jKfyallodetd to. 
So«»n after King Jufiret'thz Firfltame to the crayX? in order to raife 
a*£unvhe created the new dignity of Banncts y etch man vns to pay' 
fyjmich for his title. Amongft their otjxr prerogatives of honour^ 
t^ey had th s, vix. an addition to theif' paternal arms of a Ha k,p^ 
gultti in an efcutchcon argent* A^fwe are pot to doubt,, but lhis< 
watv thC'f.Vw-licx^ldry hiiitwi- at ty our Aulkctx axi^ ^2tat. ixivre. *\V* 



/>//. I cannotripeak,ofithftLf cottw, now yotopromife* 

D^C rve fent totbid Gj^« clomcifpeaJc with yba» 

0/6. I have a fait -atidforry Rheum offends me j. 
Lend me thy handkerchief^ , -,o u • ^ ,. ^.. . 

• £</. Here,u my JLord. ... ■ -• -f» .;:.'-■ ui;u.H : : 

Otb. That> which I gave you. 

Df/ % J jiW© it fiat about me. f 

Otb. Notl n ■ ,. ■■ . 

D*/ No, indeed, my Lord, 

Oi. TJwfe'aia fault That handkerchief (4 1 ) 
Did an ^Egyptian to my mother give $ 

,4 She 

moft exquifite, plainly infinuating that fome, then created, had.baqds y 
indeed 5 bat no hearts : that it, money to pay for the creation, but no 
■w>/«ff to purchafe the honour. But the fineft part of the PoetYad* 
drefs in this all ufion, is, the compliment hepaid by it tbJiiS bldmif. 
trefs, Eltiz<tbetb. For jameis pretence for raiting this fum, bythe 
new creation, was the reduction of Ulfler, and other provinces in Ire* 
land; the memory of which he would perpetuate by this additioq to 
the arms, which is the arms of Uffler. Now the methods u fed by 
Eftxabe:bitktht£onqutka£ that kingdom were fo different from this,, 
(the dignities, fhe coofer'd, being- on thofe who had employ'd their 
fieely not their gold in that fervice) that nothing could more add to 
her glory than being compared to her fucceffbr in this point of view. 

Mr. fFarbttrton. 
(4.1) —~-~Jlhat handkerchief « 

Did an -/Egyptian to my mother give ; ] Becavfe th is epifode of 
the bandkv -chief hw been attacked by fnarlersand buffoon. criticks, I 
am tempt«d tofubjoin an obfervation or two in juftificatian of our 
A*thpr'*:Condu&. The Poet feems to have been aware of the levity 
of vfuch Judges, at should account the giving away an handkerchief Coo 
flight, a ground far jemloufy. He therefore obviates this, ilpon Che 
very moment of the handkerchief being loft, by making /ago fay j 
^Trifles, Jight as air, . 

Are, to tlte jeaLoue, confirmations ilrong 

As proofs of hbty writ. 
Betides this* let us fee how finely the Poet has made his handker- 
chief of fignificancy and importance. Cintbio Giraldi, from whom he 
has, borrowed the incident, only fays, that it was the Moors- gift, * pon 
his wedding^ to Defdemona j that it was nooft curioufly wrought after 
the Afpori/^ fafhton, and very dean both to him and his wife j il quel 
Panruceilo era latnrato alia More/ca fottiliJfima*iettle t -& era' carijtmo 
alia Diuna & pwimentt al Mora. But our Author, who wrote in a 
fupefftitious age, (wjuen philtres were in vogue for procuring love, and 

amulets 



Mm 4fiVB.N.l'd4.. 2Z£: 

She was * Cktrmery amtooaldi akiici&fead ' ! ' 
The thoughts of people. Sfettld herywkile mekeptit, 
*T would mak* beramiflbk, fabdoe tai? ftther 
Intirelyj to her lovei; u bat if ifae loft it;; ' t 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye - »> 
Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits hunt 
After new fancies. She* dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate woulcThav* me wiv'd r . 
To give it her. I did fo ; and take heed tm't ;— 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye ; 
To lofe't, or give't away, were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 

De/l Js't poflible ? 

Otb. 'Tis true ; there's magick in the web of it ;, 
A Sjbil r that had numbred in the world. 
The Sun to courfe two hundred compares, 
In her prophedck fury, few'd the Work : 
The{WOTms were hallowed, that did breed the filfc; 
And it was: dy'd in Mummey, which the fkilful 
Con ferv f 4 or Maidens' hearts. 

amulets fo? preferring it) makes his handkerchief derivM from an 
incbantrtfi j magick and myjkry are mits materials zn&ioorhutanjkip ; 
its qualities and attribute areiblemnly laid down j and the gift re- 
commended to becheriflTd by its owners on the mod inducing terms 
imaginable, */&. the making the party amiable to her hi Amd, and 
the keeping his affections fteady. Such circumftance*y if I know 
any thing of the matter, arc the very foul and eflence of poetry : fancy 
here exerts its great creating power, and adds a dignity, that iutpriz??, 
to its fubject. After this, let us hear the coarfe pleafantrksof Mr. 
Rymer, " So much ado, fo much ftrefs, fo much paiSon, and repe- 
" tition, about an handkerchief ! Why was not this callM the Tr«-» 
" f«6* «jf tbttiandkercb'uff What xan be more «bfurd, than fas' 
" Qulntilian expeetFes it) in par+is litibus hat Yragmdiat vumertoP 
«' We hare heard of Fortunatus's purfe t and of the invijtblt cloak, Jong 
" ago worn thread- bare, and ftow*d up in the wardrobe of ©bfolete 
" romances: one might think, that were a fitter place for this hand* 
" kerchief, than that it, at this time of day, be worn on the #age, 
•« to rsife everywhere all this clutter and turmoih Had it bee n 
" Qejdtmona'% garter, the fagacious Moor might bare fmcltarats 
«< hut the handkerchief is to remote a trifle, no booby, on this iut 
" Mauritania > could make any confequenco from it.*'.^— WfteHher 
this be from tbefpirtf of a true critic, or from the licence of trailer, 
I may bo too touch prejudiced to determine: fo leave it to e?efy in* 
-different judgment. - i 

Def. 
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OrnHTELLO, ft* 



Def. IndeedlusYttue* !i H ^ t ' « • • * '< 
, O/A. Mbft veritable, thcrcfo^e^Ottfc^tWeH^ ! 

D>f Then would to he&v'n, that 1 had' riever fetta'lfl 

0/£. Ha? wherefore? - '*- •'>' 

y^/ Why do yoa fpeak fo ftartingfy, arfd'raflt? , ■ 

Otb. Js't loft? is-'c -gone ? fpeak; is it out ©W Way? 

Def. BlefsnsJ i 

Otb. Say you* 

Def Jr is not loft*; but what, an if it were '?-- 

Otb. Ha! 

Def 1 fay, it is not loft. 

Otb. Fetch't, let me fedt. 

Def Why, fo I can, Sir ; but I will not nour r-\ 
This is a trick toj>ut me from my fuit, 
Pray you, let Cajte be receiv'd again. 

Otb. Fetch me the handkerchief— my mindmifgives^-*- 

Def. Come, you'll ne'er meet a more fumcient man* 

Otb. The handkerchie f * 

Def. A man,, that, all his time, * ■ * ' 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love f- 
Shar'd dangers with you. 

Otb. The handkerchie f ■ ■■■ 

Def Infooth, you are to blame. 

Otb. Away !- [Exit OthetfdV 

Manent Defdemona and Emilia* 

JSmil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Def I ne'er faw this before. 
STure, there's fbme wonder in this handkerchief: 
l?m moft unhappy in the lofs of it. 

jEmiL 'Tis not a year, or two, (hews us a man; 
They are aH butftomach*, and we all but foods 
They eat us hungerly, and, when they're full, 
They belch us. Look you :: Cajfio, and my.huiband^ 

Enter lago and Caflio. 

lago. There is no other way, 'tis (he maft'do't % * 
And lo, the happinefs ! go and importune her. [you ?• 
Def. How now, good. CaJJio % what's the -news with* 
C<*f Madam,, my former fuiu I do befeech you, 
^ _ That* 
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That by your virtuous mean* I may again ...; 
Exift, andie a. member, of his lo>e, ; - r J: . 
Whom. I r with all the; office of' my heart, ( r 1 
Intirely honour. I would not be delay 'd ; ' 

If my offence be of fuch mortal kind, 
That; jnotr my fervice, Daft,, nor |>r$fent fcwM jy 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity,. \ . 

Can raniom me into his love again ; 
But to know fo, mull be my benefit. 
So mall 1 clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And (hut myfelf up in fome other courfe, (42). 
To fortune's alms. 

Drf. Alas ! thrice-gentle CaJto s . 
My advocation, is not now in tune ; 
My Lord-is not my Lord ; nor fhould I know him>. 
Wefe ; he in favour, as in humour, alter'd,. 
So help me every fpirit fandified, 
As I have fpoken for you all'my bed ; 
And flood within the blank of his difpleafure, 
Bor my free fgeech ! Youmuft a-while be patient^ 
What I can do, I will: and more 1 will 
Than for myfelf I dais. Let-that fuffice you.. 

lajzc Is my Lord'angry ? 

jEmiL He went hence but now ; 
And, certainly, in ftrange unquietnefs. 

Iago t Can he be angry ? I have feen the cannon,- 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 

(4*) An&'Jbut myfelf up in fome other courfe, 

To Fortune** arms.] i. c. to be embraced By Fortune : which was" 
t greater happinefs than Cafjk yet dreamt of. I don't koow whether • 
we are 1 9 dilute here with Mr. Pope's eyes, or his ondeiftan ding, for 
depart ng from all the old copies, which read as they fliouid do 3 

Andjbat myfelf up in fome other 1 courfe.) 

To Fortune' % aims. 
i, e. To chance, and cafoalty. So before, in this play j 

I'd whittle her .oft', and let her down the wind • 

To prey at Fortune, 
h e. at random. And fo, in KingZ^zr;, 
■ Let your ftud j 

Ba to content your Lord, who bath receiv'd you 

At Fortune's aim*. 
h «• a U«^$ar > ; ftjript of the indulgence of fortune. 
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And, like the Devil, from his very arm 
Puft his own brother ; and can he be angry ? 
Something of mtmknt theti ; I 1 Will ^meet him t 
There's matter in't indeed, if Ji* be angry., [Exit* 

Mantnt Defdemqna, ^Emilia, and CaJfio.^\ 

Def I ppythee, do fo.— Something, fare, of Sate,, 
Either from Venice, or fome unhatch'd practice, 
Wade here demonftrable in Cyprus to him, 
Hath puddled his clear fpirit ; and, in fuch cafes, * 
Mens* natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Tho' great ones are their object. 'Tis ev'n fo, 
For let oar finger ake, and it endues 
Oar other healthful members with a fenfc 
Of pain. Nay, we maft think, Men are not Gods;, 
Nor of them look for fuch obfervance always, 
As fits the bridal. Beflirew me much, JEmilia 9 
J was (unhandfome warrior, as I am,) 
Arraigning his unkindnefs with my foul ; 
But now I find, I had fuborn'd the witnels, 
And he's indited falfely. 

jEmil. Pray heav'n, it be 
State-matter, as you think; and no conception, 
Nor jealous toy concerning you. 

Def Alas-the-day, I never gave him caufe. 

JEmil. But jealous fouls will not be anfwer'd fb ; : 
They are not ever jealous for a caufe ; 
But jealous, for they're jealous. It's a monfter 
Begot upon itfelf, born on itfelft 

Def. Heav'n keep that monfter from Othello's mtncTt 

JBmil. Lady, amen. i >» . ^ 

Def. I will go feek him. Ca^^walk hereabcmt; 
Jf I do find him &t r I'll move your fuitj , 
And feek t' effecl it to my uttermoft. 

Ofi I humbly thank your Ladyfhip. 

[Exeunt Defdem. and Mm\\. at vnt dot* 
Cafilo, at the other. 
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<inr f' '■"■'- ■ ; r '" -'■ " ' 

' Rt-ente* Caffio, meting Bianca. 

j^Jt ■&/• What makes* you from home ? 
How is it witj\ you, my moft fair Bianca ? 
Indeed, Tweet Love, I was coming to your houib* 

Bian. And I ( was going to your lodging, Caffiu 
What ? keep a week away ? {even days and nights ? 
Eightfcore eight hoars ? and lovers' abfent hours, 
More tedious than the dial, eightfcore times ? 
Oh weary reck'ning ! . , , 

Cof. Pardon me, Bianca: 
I have this while wkh leaden thoughts been preft */ 
But I (hall in a more convenient time 
Strike off this fcore o£ abfcnce. *S wcet Bianca r 

[Giving ber DefdemonaV Handkerchief* 
Take me this work out. 

Bian. Oh Cajfio, whence came this ? 
This is fome token from a newer friend : 
Of thy felt abfence now 1 feel a caufe : 
Js't come to' this ? well, well, 

Caf. Go to, woman : 
Throw your vile guefles in the Devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealouf <now # 
That this is fro/n fome miflrefs, fome remembrance I 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whofe is it ? 

Caf I know not neither ; I found it in my chamber ; 
I like the work well : ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you ? wherefore ? 

Cof. I do attend here on the General, 
And think it no adjdition, nor my wifh, 
To have him fee me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Caf. Not that 1 love you not. 

Bian* 
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Eian. But that you do not love me; 
I pray you, bring-me orr the way a*fitrfej ii^ if 
And fay, if 1 fhall fee you foon at night ? 7 v- 

Crf. 'Tis but a little Way that I can bring you,. ' 
For 1 attend here. Hut I'll fee you foom , i -t>:tii ^~ 

Bian, ' lis very good ; I muft be circumitanc'iL [Exe+ 
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S'C E N E, a Court before the Palace^ 




Enter Othello, aid Iago. 
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iAGOr- 

WILL you think fof 
Oth. Think fo r lap P'- ^ 

J ago. What, to kifs in private f 

Oth. An unauthorized kifs?' 

Iago. Or to be naked with her friend in bedj- 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 

Oth. Naked in bed, I*go r and not mean harm ? (43$ 
It is hypocrify againft the Devil : 
They that mean virtucufly, and yet d6 Co, 
The Devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heavVn- 

(43) Naktd Orbed, Iago, end mtan no barm ?' 

It is fypotrifa againft the devil.] This palfage put! the ifc mmd' 
©f a lingular iet rif devotees in the primitive tburtb of both fexe*> 
(whom S.Cyprian condemns in one of his epiftles) and which had 
continued a confiderable time, as we may fee from DodwtWiifypri* 
ante DiiTertarions; where vre have a full accoont of them* There* 
•were feveral of both fexes, who had madctheir vowi aradtprofeflions 
of chaftity 5 and, as theextreameft trial of their virtue, fcrupled not 
to lie naked together in bed. Some had been excommunicated for it 
of the female fer, who yet fhick tp their innocence, and offer'd to 
undergo any trials of their virginity. Whether our Aotrior had thefe 
disenabling devotees in his mind or no, I dare not prettmHfcr fay t 
but fome of the fec>, if I remcxrtber right, were detected and brought 
ta pumthmeat in his time,. WLufParburten. 
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Taw. If they do nothing 1 , 'tis * -venial flip : 
Bat if I give mywife a JiMidkerchief— — ■ » 

O/b. What then? 

lago. Why then, 'tis hers, my Lord ; and, being- heit^, 
She may,. 1 think, bcftow't on any man. 

Gtb. She is prote&refs of her honour too ; 
May (he give that ? 

}<*$$• Her honour is an effence that's not feen, 
Thef 4iave ; it very oft, that have it not : 
But for the handkerchief 

Otb. By heav'n, I would mod gladly have forgot it •;; 
Thou faid-ft— oh, it comes o'er my memory*. 
As doth the raven o'er th' infetted houfe, 
Boding to ill, he had my handkerchief.' 

la; o. Ay, what of that? 

Orb. That's not fo good now. 

lago. What if I faid, I'd feen him do you wrong f 
Or heard him fay, (as knaves be fuch abroad, (44)^ 
Who having by their own importunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome miftrefs, . 
Convinced or fuppled them, they cannot chufe 
But they muft blab 1 

Qtb+ 

(44) as knaves he fuel' abroad, . 

Who having by their own importunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome mifltefs, 
Convinced or Supplied them, catittot chufe 
' Mu* they muft blab.] I aher'd this, as 1 have now reformed the 
text, in \\\z Appendix to mySHAXxsrxARE Reftord. J cannot un- 
derstand the vulgar reading, which poflefles the copies. My emen- 
. dat^on. makes ihfrfeofc of the paflage eafy arid intelligible : that there 
are^Mne.ivch long-tongued knaves in the world,, who, if they thro* 
the force of importunity extort a favour from their miftrefs, or if thro* 
h<r , t^an fondri^i they make her pliant to their de fires, cannot 
help boa Aiog p( their fuccefs* To convince, here, is not, as in the; 
common, acceptation, to make fenfible of the truth of any thing hy. 
reafbns and arguments j but to overcome, get the tetter o£ &c». 
So, in Macbeth y, , . . 

v > i . his two chamberlains 

.Will X with- wine and waflel fo convince, &c;. . 
And, again 4 „ , , 

■■ their malady convinces ■ 
The gteat a/2* y of nrU 

toft* 
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Otb. Hath he faid any thing t ' J . 

logo. He hath, My Lord ; bat be you weft agar' d r 
No more than he'll unfwear. 

Otb. What hath he faid f 

lag*. Why, that he did- — I know not what he did— 

Otb. What;? what? 

la go. Lie ' '• • 

Otb. With her ? 

Jago. With her ; on her what you wilf- — ~ x 

Oth. Lie with her ! lie on her ! lie with lier ! tftatY 
fulfome : handkerchief — confeflions — handkerchief— 
handherchief— to confefs, and be hang'd for his labour— 
Firft, to be hang'd, and then — to confefs !— I tremble 
»t it — Nature would not inveft herfelf in fuch fhadowin^. 
Without fome inftrudion. It is not words, that {hake 
me thus — pifh — nofes, ears, and lips — is't poflible .!— 
confefs! — handkerchief! — oh devil — [Pathik £ trance^ 

Ia?o. Work on, " v 

My ^medicine, work ! thus credulous fools are caught ; 
And many worthy and chafte dajnes ev'n thus, 
All guiltlefs, meet reproach. What hoa ! my Lord! ; 
My Lord, I fay, Otbeilo, • 

Enter Caffio*. 
ftow now, Cajfio? 
Ca/l What's the matter ? .''.''" 

And, fo, in Cymbtlim 5 ; ■■* «< :> - ; 

Your Italy contains none fo aoGomplifli'd a courtier to tonn/ime thr 
aonour of my miftrefs. , !.- • • 

To fvppley (a verb form'd from the adjective) 'tis well known, £&• 
iiifies, to make pliant znA fiex'ible : and is, -particularly, awterm in; 
r urgery, when any part fwoln and ftiff is, by fomentation* , ^.Tedxiced,. ( 

uid made foft and phable. < I find the word ufed itt» OUT Author* 4 

time, in the fenfe thajt f h«re make it bear, * f , , > , ;> ( £> n a 

Fit. » lvT t 1-^ 1 ' And you, mas broker, , » . , , .. T ,.',,,; ^ r> •, , 
Shall have a feeling., . / • ,^ ' J , , 

Br: ' -So it fapU, Sir,, 

The- nerve*. * * 6iafferfNt&ti 

He's monftcoot vest'B ^tnd mufty *tittty tfieft^lay, > , v ' L .1 
But this &iz\\Juf>f*e him,, wheo he has read it> $ftatfjb£$r*t€? ] 

Cy^r. Thought and aS'eclion ( £annQt be wntroU*4» , >; -,. <; - I 

A&i/." Vet may 't be bent in&'fupfled with extreams. . Dumb Knight. I 
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logo. My Lord is fell into, an ppilcpfjr^ 
This is the fecond fit.; hehad one yeftenUy. 

C*/? Rub him about the temples. 

lago. No, forbear, 
Th£ lethargy muft 4iave his quiet courfe ; 
If not lie foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to favage madnefe : look, he flirt* 
Do you withdraw yourfelf a little while, 
He wilLreqoyer ftrajght ; when he is gone, 
I would on gieat occafion fpeak with yon. [Exit Caffia. 
How As ft. General ? have you not Aurt your head ? 

Ott. poty thou mock me ? 

Lxgo. Imqck you not, 1>y heav'n? 
Waoia you would bear your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man's a j&onfter, and a bcaft. 

la go. 'therms many a beaft, then, in a populous city, 
And many a civil manlier. 

Otb. Did he confefs it? 

logo. Good Sir, be a man : 
Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd, 
May draw with you. Millions are now alive, 
That nightly lie in thofe unproper beds, 
Which they dare fwear peculiar. Your cafe is better, 
Oh, 'tis the ipight of hell, the fiend's arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a fecure couch; 
And to fuppofe her chafte. No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what (he (hall be* 

Otb. Oh, thou art wife; 'tis certain* 

logo. Stand you awhile apart, • 

Confine yourfelf but in a patient lift. 
Whilft you were here, o'erwhelmed with your grief, 
(A paffion moft unfuiting fuch a man,) 
Cajftp came hither. 1 ihifted him away, 
And laid good 'fcufes on your ecftacy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here fpeak with me; 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave yourfelf, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable f corns, 
That dwell in every region of his face. 
For I Will make him teU the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when, 

He 



He Jiath^ ami is again to cope your wife? w c 
•1 fay, but mark his gefture. Marry, patience"; 
Or I (hall fey, you are aH in alMn rpheri, :i! * ^ 
And nothing of a man. .11 u 

Q/K Doft thou "hear, lago? or nv 

I will be found mofttunriing in my patience^ v 
But, dofttiwm hear, m6ft bloody ? '^ 

/*g*. That's not ami & + 
But yet keep>time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

[Othelto vrftbarauh 
Now will I queftion C*ffi» off #?« **V7, 
A houfewife, that, by felling her defires, f! ^ 

Buys herfelf bread and cloth. It is a creature, ' ; 
That jebats on Caffi* ; as 'tis the (trumpet's plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by bne;^ v V 
He, when be hears of her, cannot refrain ' 
From the excefs. of laughter. -^— Here he comds^^-* 

EnUr Caffio. : v 

As he (hall (mile, Othello (hall go mad ; V '* L J | ' 
And his unbookifli jealoufy mult connrue 
Poor Co/Jig's fmiles, geftures, and light behaviour, 
Qgitfrin this wrong. How do you now, Lieutenant? 

C*Jl r ihe worfer, that you give me the addition, ? 
Whofe want even kills me. 

Iago. Fly Dejdttnona well, and you are" (lire on't : 
Now, if this fute lay in Biar.ca 's power, 

[Speaking lower* 
How quickly mould you fpeed ? 

QoJ. Alas, poor caitiff^ ■ l ■*■ J '- ''" ' 

Qth. Look, how he laughs already. v f^ft#. 

,/*£*♦ I never knew a woman love man fo* ( ^ •- 

Caf* Alas, poor rogue, I think, indeed, meiove§ me. 

Qtl\ Now he denies it faintly, and laughs Otoe. -|^#. 

Ikgd% Da you hear, Caffio? . ^ J f ' >. ,. 

Cj£. Now he importunes him. . •= 

To tell it o'er : go to, well faid, weft'faid. - f^flfc. 

Ja^i She gives it out, that you^ (hall marry fier. r 
Do you intend it? ' ■'. ' •' ' •-"■* ' ^ 

O/ Ha, ha, ha ! 

Oth 
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• Do yoa triumph, ^«m« ^ do you triumph ? 

' I marxjr Jber L— r~ What ? a cuilonver ? pry^thee, 
fome charity to my wit, do not think it fo un- 
wne. Ha, ha, ha ! 

. So^fo? they laugh that win. [AJUe* 

u Why, tne cry goes that you {hall marry her. 
: Pry'thee, fay true. 
r. I am a y^ry villain elfe. 

•. Have you KorM me ! well. [AJide. 

1 This is the monkey's own giving out : me is 
ided, I will marry her, out of her own love and 
y,* not out of my promife. 
\ lagi beckons me : now he begins the ilory. \Afide. 
1 She, was here even now : (he haunts die in every 
I was the other day talking on the fea-bank with 
a Femtiaifs^ and .thither comes the bauble, and 

ne thus about my neck 

>. Crying, " Oh dear CaJ/Fo, as it were :" his 
e imports it. [tyd'. 

I So hangs, and lolls,, and weeps upon me, fo 

?, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha! 

>. Now he tells, how (he pluckt him to my cham- 
oh I fee that nofe of yours, but not that dog I 
hrow it to. [Ajtde, 

1 Well, I mufl leave her company. 
k Pefbre me ! look, where (he comes* 

Enter Bianca. 

r . 'Tis fuch another fitchew : marry, a perfum'd 
—What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 
:». Let ihe.devil and his dam haunt you ! what did 
lean by that fame handkerchief, you gaye me even 
1 was a fine fool to take it : 1 muft take out the 
? A likely piece of work, that you mould find it 
ir chamber, and know not who left it there. -This . 
ie minxe's token, and I mull take out the work ? 
-give it: your hobby thorfe ; wherefoever you had 
1 take out no work on't. 

: Caf. 
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Caf. How now, my fweet Biancaf how now? hew 
now? 

Otb. .By heaven, that fhoold be my handkerchief. 

[Afiit. 

Bian. If you'll come to fupper to-night, you may ; if 
you will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. 

[Exit* 

logo. After her, after her.' 

Caf. I muft, fhe'll rail in the ftreets elfe. 

Jago, Will you fup there ? 

Caf. Yes, I intend £o. 

J ago. Well, I may chance to fee you ; for I would 
very fain fpeak with you. 

Caf. Pr'ythee, come, will you ? 

I ago. Go to, fay no more. [Exit Caffio. 

Marunt Othello, and lago. 

Oth. How (hall I murder him, lago? 

Jago. Did you perceive, how he laugh'd at his vice? 

Otb. Oh, lazo! 

lago. And did you fee the handkerchief? 

Otb. Was that mine ? 

la^o. Yours, by this hand : and to fee how he prizes 
the foolifti woman your wife—* She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 

Oth. I would have him nine years a killing : 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a fweet woman ! 

Iago. Nay, you muft forget that. 

Otb. Ay, let her rot and perifti, and be damn'd to- 
night ; for fhe fhall not live. No, my heart is turn'd 
to done : I (hike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the 
world hath not a fweeter creature — She might lie by an 
Emperor's fide and command him talks. 

Jago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I do but fay what (he is— — »fo deli- 
cate with her needle. An admirable muucian— Oh, 

(he will fing the favagenefs out of a bear : of fo high 
and plenteous wit and invention ! 

JaiQ. She's the worfe for all this, 

* 2 Oth 
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• ph, & thoufand, a t^qufand tinges t 

hen of fo gentle condition I——- 

%. Ay, top gentle. 

i Ka^^hari certain. 

5t the pity of it, /*£*— OH, /*{*> the pity 0? it> 

*» If you ate fo fond ever her iniquity, give her 
t to offend ; for if it touch not you, it comes neat 

dv - . ■ 

'. I will chop her into mefles : cuckold tne \ 

*. Oh, 'tis foul in he*. . , 

. With mine officer 4 * 

>. That's foulef. _ _ ■ _ 

», Get me fome poifon, /*£*, tliis night; 1*11 not 

ulate with her, left her body and her beauty uh* 

le my mind again : this night, lago, 

9. Do it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed, 

n the bed fhe hath contaminated* 

. Good, good: 

uftice of it pleafes 5 yery good. 

>, And for Cajpoj let me be his undertaker : 

lall hear more by midnight. [A Trumpet ivitbift. 

. Excellent good: — What trumpet is that fame? 

'.Something from Venice^ fure. 'lis Lodovie* 

from the Duke : .and, fee, your wife is with him* 

Lodovico, Dcfdemona, and Attendants? from tbt 
Palate. 

Save you, worthy- General* 
. With all my heart, Sir, 

The Duke and the Senators of Venice gteet yaa. 

[Gives him a letter* 
, 1 kifs the inftrament of their pleasures. 

And what's the news, goodcoufia Lodevko? 
. 1 am very glad to fee you, fignior. 
me-to Cyprus. 

i'thanky^u; how does lieutenant, Cajpt? . . 
i Lives, Sir* . v - 

Coufin, there's fall'n between him and my Lor4 
kind breach ; but you lhall make all well, 
.Vm. .-. P Otb* 
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Oth. Are you fure of that ? f'dfidk. 

Def My Lord? . ~^*.. . . v >. 

Otb. This /ail you not to fa^as-you <wiU , ■ # > , [Reads* 
' Led. He did not oalt; h£shvfy in the paper. 
Is there divifiou 'twixt my Lord and Cajfio ? - 

Def A molt unhappy one ; I would do .much 
T* Attone them, .for -tfe* -love I bear to Ca/fio. 

Oth. Fire and brimitone I 

Def My Lord! 

C tb. Are you wife ? * 

Def What, is he angry ? — -^ -r, 

Lif 'Maybe, the letter mov'd. him*. \r„ 
For, as I think, they do command him iiorae, (45) 
Deputing Cajfio in mV government* , 

.Def Truft me, I am glad on"t* 

'Oth. Indeed ! \Afiie. 

Df.Uy Lord! w ~ ._ 

Oz£. I am glad to fee you mad* 

Def , Why, fweet 0/&//* f : ./. . . A 

G/^. Devil! • * -i ^ {Strihngktr. 

Def I have not deferv'd tfck. w'::. ., 

Loo*. My Lord, this would not be feeiiev'd in Venice, 
Though 1 mould /wear, I faw't. *Tis very much? 
Make her amends, Jhe weeps. 

-Qt+.^Qk devil, ^evil i - _. 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 

(45) Fw,« I tb'tnhy they (Command bm bonu,. .. . - 

Dtputinjr Caflio in bisgovtrnmett.] Had Mr. ffjww intended, 
•r known Jm>w, to make a jerious and (enfible critic on this play, me^ 
thinks, here is a- Jair opening given for enquiry and *anim»dterfion. / 
Otbello is, as it were, but juft arrived at Cyprus upon an emergency of 
defendhig'f^a^Hnft tbeflirij jr ithe fenate<oouW hardly yet have heard 
•f the £wpot*« fleet bwng featterM by tempe$,; and 0f£*//<» is at , 
one: remanded home, without «ny imputation fuggefted on his con- ' 
duc% or any hint of his being employed in amore uTgentcommifiion. 
*T*a true, the deputation of Caflio in his room feemMJefign*<Uo heigh- 
ten the MocrYiefcntmenfj' bat feme fmbihk itezht froold ba?e 
been afllgn'd, and thiown into the audience, fur hi sr being recalls. 
OAs to' What logo fays- afterwards, that 0x£e/fo is to go to Mauritania 
this, is only a lye of his own invention- to carry a point with Rcd$rig*» 
*— It it in little ©miflions of this fort thai Sbakeffxari* indolence, 
0/ neglect of art, it frequently to be ceitfur'4. , 

- Each 
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Each drop, fhe falls, would prove a crocodile : 
Out of mf fight — 

D'f. I will not ftay reoffend you. {C«mj« 

L"</. -Tnriy, an obedient lady : 
1 do befeech your Lordfhip, call her back. 

Oth. Miftrefs, 

Def. My Lord. 

0/£. What woald you with her, Sir? 

LoJ> Who, I,. my Lord? 

Otb* Ay; youdid wlih, that! would make her tufnj 
Sir, (he can turn and' turn, and yet go on; 
And turn again. And (he can weep, Sir, weep ; . 
And (he's obedient r as you fay, obedient ; 
' Very obedient— proceed you in your tears — 
Concerning this. Sir,— -^h well-paihtfed paffion !— •* 
I am commanded home —get you away, 
I'll fend for you anon, — Sir, I obey the mandate, 
•• And will return to Vtnict+~ Hence, avant ! — 

[£*/VDef<L 
Caffio (hall nave my place. And, Sir, to-night 
I do entreat that we may fup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus— 
Goats and monkies ! {Exiu 

Mantnt Lodovico, and lago. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full Senate 
Call all-in-all fufficient ? this the Nature, • 

Which paffion could not (hake ? whofe folid virtue (46) 
The mot of accident, nor dart of change, * 
Could neither raze, nor pierce? 

lagom 

(46) ■ ■ 1 <"i-* eiBofl fik'd virtue 

' Tie /hot of accident nor dart of chance 
CouJd neither graze nor p'rerce.] But *ti$ no •commendation to 
' -c *heV tnok fdl id virtue to be free from the attacks of fortune : but that 
it is fo impenetrable ar tofatYerjio impreflron. * Nwv, to graze, fig* 
a 4ift5es,'only to touch the fuperficies-vf anything.. That is the attack of 
- ? Fortuned and by that Virtue is trfd, but aofc tfifcredited. We ought 
-Tt&SrAj therefore to r^ad, 

•' Can neither rzzt nor pierce, 
•'?.*. Neither lightly touch upo^'nor pierce into. r The ignorant tran- 
'■ fcribers* being attainted whhnherphf a(e of a ferito*gr4tevqgt *«A }»<* 



34^ O T H E t L O, ttf 

Js>go. He is much chang'd. 

Lad. Arc his wits fafe I is he not light of brain T 

lago. He's what he is ; I may not breathe my seafure. 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 
1 would to heaven, he were! 

tod. What, ftrike his wife ! .. . 

I ago. 'Faith, that was not fo well ; yet 'would I I^new, 
That ftroke -would prove the worit. 

Lod. Js it his ufe ? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
:lr\nd newrcreate this faufy? 

Jaga. Alas, alas! 
It is* not;honefty in me to fpeak 
What I have feen and known. You fhall obferve Urn, 
And his own courfes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my fpeech. Do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. '. 

Lod. Vxnforry, that I am^deceiv'^ in him. [Exiunt. 

being mentioned in the line before, they corrupted the true word. Be- 
sides, we do not fay, graze a thing 5 bat graze on it. Mr. War bur ton. 
The fame diftinftion, betwixt rom and pierce, our Author has 
lnark'd, I remember, in his tranftation of Pans'* epiftle to Helen* 
My wound is not a flight raze with an arrow, 
But it hath pierced my heart, and burn'd my marrow. 
In the fame manner the French vt 9 d their word rafer, which fome- 
times fignifies, bruihtng over, touching a thing but lightly. life dit 
• diet corps qui pajjent fort pres de quelques antra } fef tie lex toucbent que 
tigerement 5 .fays R 1 c h e l k t . So, with them, rafer k$ aux, means, 
to /kim lightly over the water. And Sn the fame manner, the beft 
Za'/'n. poets u/ed their verb, radere\ to /kim along by, run gently 

■ ■ r'ipas ndentlajlumifia rodunt.' l Lucret.y."257. 

Fit quoque enim interdum, ut non tarn ebneurrtre nubes 

Frontibus ad<verjis poflint, quam de latere ire 

Diverfo motu *adentes corpon tra&um. Idem VI. 1 17. 

Jlle inter navemqueCyee 9 Jcopulofque fonanteis, 
: Kadit iter lavum interior* Virg.^£8.V. 170. 

. Proje&aque Saxa Pacbini 

Radimus. Idem Mn. III. $99, 

Prex'ima Circaa raduntur littora terra. Id, Mn. VII. 10. 

tec. &• But to return to our Author. I h:Vfe ventured to attack ano- 
ther part of this fentence, which my ingenious friend flip'd over. I 
cannot fee, for my hearty the difference betwixt the fliot of accident 
juiddart.af c&uft*. The words, and things they imply, are purely 
'•*-." .',-.' iynony- 
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SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Othello and ^Emilia. 

Otb. T7 OU have feen nothing then ? 

J JSmiL Nor ever heard, nor ever did fufpeft, 

Otb. Yes, you have feen Cafio and her together* 

jEmi 1 . But then I faw no harm ; and then I heard 
Each fyllable, that breath made up between them. 

Otb. What ? did they never whifper r 

JEmiL Never, my Lord. 

Otb. Nor fend you out o'th* way ? 

jEmil. Never. [thing? 

Otb. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her made, nor iu>- 
. jEmV. Never, my Lord. 

CM. That's Jtrange ! 

JEnttt* 1 durft, my Lord, to wager (he is honed, 
lay down my foul at (lake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abufe your bofom# 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heav'n requite it with the ferpenVs cu*fe t 
For if (he be not honeft, chafte and true, 

fynonymous ; but that the Poet intended two different things, ferms 
plain from the difcretive adverb. Chance may afflict a man in fame 
circumftances 5 but other diftrtfles are to be accounted for from *•• ' 
different caufe. I am perfwaded, our Author wrote j 
Tbejbot of accident, nor dart of change, &c. 
And, in leveral other places, our Poet inuuftribufly puts thefe two . 
words in oppofition to each other. 

Which {hackles accident, and bolts up change, - Anto. &f Chop. 

How chance* mock, 
And change* fill the cup of alteration j 2 Henry IVY 

Tho* chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer. 

Tit, Andron* 
So Milton, a very ftudious imitator of Sbakefreare % $ manner and^ 
evpre&on j 

Betides, what hope the never-ending flight 

Of future days may bring, what chance, what change, 

Worth waiting : Par, Lojf, Bo. II. 

In b'ief fentcntious precepts while they treat 

Of fate, and chance, and change in human life. 

Par, Reg, Bo. IV.. 

P 3 There's 
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There's no man happy ; the pureft of their wives 
)s foul as fla&der. 

Otb. Bid her come hither, go. [Exit j£milk* 

She fays enough j yet fhe's a fimple.bawd, 
That cannot &y as muck. This is a fubtle whore, 
A clofet.lock and key of villainous fecrets ; 
And yet ihe'll kneel, and pray : I've feen her do'u 

Enter Deideraona and ^Emilia* 

D*f My Lord, what is your will ? 

Otb. Pray youy chuck* come hither. 

Def What is your pleafure ? 

Otb. Let me fee your eyes ; look ia my &£& 

Def. What horrible fancy's. this? 

Otb. Some of your function, mirtrefs; 
Leave procreants alone, andfhut the door r 
Cough, or cry, hem, if any body come. 
Yourmyftery, your myftery;— nay, difpatch* [Exit Mm* 

Def. Upon my knee, what dotfc your fpeech import* 
1 underftarrd'a fury in your words/ 
But not your words. ' 

Otb. Why I what art thou .?• 

Def. Your wife, my Lord ; your true and loyal wife; 

Otb. Come, fwear k; damn thy felf> left, being like one 
©fheav'n, tfee devils themielves Ihould fear to ieiax thee- 
Therefore be double-damn'd ; fwear>thou art honeiU 

Df Heav'n, doth truly know it. 

Qth. Heav'n truly knows, 
That thou art falfe as helL 

Def: To whom, my Lord? 
With whom ? how am I falfe ? 

Otb. Ah, Dfdemona! away, away* away-r— 

Df Alas, the heavy day! why do you weepf 
Am I the motive of thefe tears, my Lord ? 
If, haply r you my father do fufpedt 
An inftrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on roe; if you have loft him> 
Why, 1 have loft him too. 

Ob. Had it pleas'd heav'n 
To try mc with afflidUon, had he rain'd 

AH 



Moor c/Venice. J43 

AH kind of fores and (names on my bare head, 

Steep^lhc iir poverty to-the very lip*, - * - 

Giv'n to captivity me and my hopes ; . 

I f flroatd'have found in fome pkce of my foul 

A drop of patience* fiat alas, to make tne 

A fixed figure for the hand t>f« fcorn • "■ ' 

To point his flow and moving finger at— — 

Yet could I bear that too, well,* very well. 

But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 

Where either I muftlive, or "bear no life-, / 

The fountain from the which my cm-rent runs, 

Or elfe dries up ; to be difcarded thence ; 

Or keep it as a cittern, for foul toads 

To lcnot and gender in : Turn thy complexion there, (47) 

Patience, thou young and rofe«*lip'd xberubin ; • '• 

Ay, there, look grim as hell. 

Def. I hope, my noble Lord efleems me honed. 

OtL Oh, ay, as fummer-fties are in the fhambles,. 
That quicken ev'n with blowing. Oh thou weed ! 
TVho art fo lovely fair, and fmell'ft fo fwect,, 

That the fenfe akes at thee — 

*Would, thou hadft ne'er been born ! 

jD-fJC-Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ? 

Otb. Was* this fair piper, this moil goodly book 
Made' to write whore upon ? what, what committed? 
Committed r.-^-^ho, thou publick commoner i 
I fhould make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn up modefty, 
Sid I but fpeak thy deeds. What, what committed I 

(47) t urn thy complexion there, 

Patience, tbou young and rcfe lip d tbentbin<\ 

I here took grim at bell ] The Poet makesan apoftrophe to 
Patience as a goddefS; and is fupposM to. make OMlo bid her turn 
her complerieo and cherubin's looks, becaufe he looks as grim as 
hell upon the oc canon. But I amperfwaded, the text has been all 
along (lightly corrupted, by rniftakin&/ in- the laft' verfe for the fro* 
noun of the jgr^ perfon : whereas, Jn>«ur Author's days, it likewife 
flood for the adverb of affirming* As I have reform^ the text, a pro- 
per contrail is reftor'd \ and Patience is urg'd not only to turn her 
complexion, to drop ths. ro/y looks of a cherub, but to put on the 
grim afpeft of A.fiend. „ 

R4, Hw? r » 
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Heav'n (tops the nofe at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kifles all it meets. 
Is hufh'd within the hollow mine of earth, [Strumpet ! 
And will not hear't. What committed ?— Impudent 

Def By heav'n, you do me wrong. 

Otk. Are- not you a {trumpet ? 

D/f No, as I am a chrifhan. 
IS to preferve this veflel for my Lord 
From any other, foul, unlawful, touch, 
Be not to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Otk* What, not a whore ? 

Def No, as I (hall be faved. 

Oth Js't poffible ? 

Def Oh, heav'n forgive U3 ! 

(?//•♦ I cry you mercy, then. 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice ^ 
That married with Otbeih — — 

Entir Emilia. 

You* miitrefs, 

That have the office Oppofite to St. Peter $ 

And keep the gate of hell ; You I you ! ay, you ! 

Weliave done our courfe, there's money for your pains j 

1 pray you, turn the key, and keep our counfel. \Exif*+ 

jEmtU Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? 
.How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ? 

Def 'Faith, half adeep. 

./EW/.Good madam, what's thematter with my Lord ? 

j)ef With whom ? 

JEmih Why, with my Lord, madam? 

Def Who is thy Lord ? 

M'l.iL He that is yours, fweet lady. 

Def I have none ; do not talk to me, JEmilia* 
I cannot weep \ nor anfwer have i none, 
But what mould go by water. Pray, to-night 
X&y on niy bed, my wedding meets, remember; 
And Call thy hufband hither. 

JEmih Here's a change indeed ! [?*//• 

. Def TJs meet I mould be ufed fo, very meet :. 

'flow 
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How have I been behav'd, that he might ftick 
The fmall'ft opinion of my lead mifuie ? 

Enter Iago, and ^Emilia* % 

I ago. What is your pleafurc, Madam ? how is't withi 
you ? 

Def. I cannot tell ; thofe, that do teach your babes* 
Do it with gentle means, and eafy talks ; 
He might have chid me fo : for, in good faith ^ 
[ am a child, to chiding. 

Iago.. What's the matter, lady r 

jEmil. Alas, lag*, my Lord. hath fo bewhor'd her*, 
Thrown fuch defpight and heavy terms upon her,. 
That true hearty cannot bear it«! 

Def. Am I that name, lago f 

la^o. What name, fair lady ? 

Def. Such, as, fhe faid, my Lord did fay f was*- 

jEmil. He call'd her whore y a beggar in his drink*, v 
*Tould not have laid fuch terms upon his eallet., 

lap. Why did he fo?. , 

Def. I do not know ; I'm fure, I* am nonesuch*. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas, the day!! 

jEmil. Hath me iorfook fo many noble matches^ 
Her father ? and her country ? and her friends*; 
To be calPdwhore? would it not make ^ne. weep f ; 

Def. It is my wretched fortune. f-himirr 

lago. Befhrew him ibr*t ! how comes .this- trick uponu 

Di/l Nay, heav'n doth know. 

jEmil. 1 will be hang'd, if fome eternal: villain^ 
Sbme bufy and infmuating rogue, " ' 

Some cogging, cozening fl ave, . to ^ctfomt -office, . 
Has not devis'cLthis ilander : I'll be hang'TLelfe. 

Iago. Fiej there is.no fuch man ; it is impeffible;. 

D>f If any fuch there -be, heav'n pardon him! 

JEn.iU A halter pardon him, and the 11 g«aw< his bones \\ 
Why ihouldiie callher. whore f.who keeps hercompany r? 
What'place ? what time ? what formi whatJikelmoadJL 4 
The Moor's abus'd by ibroe mod villainous knave,, 
9oaie bafe notorious knave,., fomct /curvy, fellow. , 
Qh heav'n, that fuch comj)anicm8 thouUft Aiufbld,, 
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And put in every honefl hand a whip, 

To lafh the rafcal naked through the world, 

Ev'h from the eaft to th' weftf 

Ia^o. Speak within door. 

jEmil. Oh, fie upon them \ Some fuch Tquire he was,. 
That turn'd your wit the feamy ficfe without; 
And made you to fufpeel me with the Moon 

Iago. You are a fool ; go. to. 

Dif. Alas, / go, 
What (hall 1 do^ to win my Lord again ?. 
Good friend, go to him ; by this light of heav'n* 
1 know not how I loft him. Here 1 kneel y \Km$lmg^ 
If e'er my will did trefpafs 'gainft his love, 
Or in difcourfe,. or thought, or. a&ual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes,, mine ears, or any fenfe, 
Delighted them on any other form y, 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though He do ihake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love: him.4early t . 
Comfort for fwear me ! Unkindnefs may do much £ 
And his unkindnefs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I can't fay, whore ; 
It does abhor me, now 1 fpeak the; word ;. 
To da the ad, that might tV addition earn, 
Not the world's mafs of vanity could make me. . 

- hgo. I pray you, be content; 'tis but his humour.*;; 
The bufinefs of the State does him offence, , 
And he does chide with you. 

D*J. if 'twere no other, *•■-. 

lago. It is but fiv I warrant. [Trumpets** 

Hark, how thefe inftruments fummon.tafujiper! 
The meffenger of Venice ftays the meat ;: 
Go. in, and: weep not; all things fhalfc be well. 

' | Exe unt JDefdemona and JEmUia. . 

Enter ftodorigo, 7o lago» 

HOW now,, Rpdorigo ? 

RqjL I do not find that thoojcfearilj«ft|y with me.. 

Iago. What in the contrary 1 

ifo/.. Every day thoft ds>ft!ft jnfc wii£ frme 4eviqe* 
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•o ; and rather, as it Teems to me now, keep'ft from 
i all conveniency* than fnpplieft me with the leaft 
vantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 
Nor am I yet perfuaded to riot op in peace what 
eadjr I have fooliflily fuflfer'd. 
lago. Will you hear me, Rod rig*? 
Red. 'Faith, 1 have* heard too much ; and your words- 
i performances are no kin together? - -'-' * ; • 

fagtj. YV>u charge ine mfoft unjuftty. 
Rod. Ifcrth hbtrghtbot truth : I have wafted myfelf 
: of my 'mean*;' Th* jewels you hkve had from mef 
deliver to ^Befdemina^ woukh half 'have corrupted a 
tarift. You have tokLme, , flic hath received *thefcr; 
Itfetum'Vl tnr efcjTe&ations • atid comforts of fudden 
bedt and acquittance ; (4I8) but I find none, JV • 

rifv. >WeiVg^ l -W.^ very well? 5i ' 

Rod* Very well, go to ; I cannot go to, man, nor 'tis 
[very well pmyyl think, hisfcurvy, and begki to 
iinyfelfibb*dinit*: 
&£*: Very.welfc 

Rod^ I tell you, 'tis nofrvery well* ^ I will make my-r 
: known to kl Difitemomt: If (He- will return l me my, 
reh;^l will feivVwer myfuit, and * repent my un- 
rful follicjitation : if not? aflure ydurfelfj I Vill feek* 

isfadUon o¥ ybu* • 3 "' . . 

tagb. You have raid now— — 

28m/. Ay, ind fartd nothmg, but what,.I proteft in— 

dment of doing. — 

tago: Why, now, I fee, there's mettle in thee ; and 

:ii from this iriftant do 1 build on thee a better opinion; 

n ever before. Give me thy hind, Rodorigo; thou 

48) You btrt>e told, me, (be bath rcceWd them% and returned me ex* 
ations and comforts of judde*refpe&iind acquaintance.] This was, 
, rke reading of the player-editors, who, I prefume, did not urn- 
land the reading of the old quarto, which I take to have been 
Poet's word acquittancty i. e. a requital, a proper return of hex 

>ur«. .... 1 . 

lO, in Henry V. 

And ihfeU forgetthe office of our hand r 
Sr«fier4h»n'f'fAft/0*tt-of defertand merit, . ... . > 
According to the weight and wonhinefe. 

P 6 haft 
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haft taken againft me a moil juft exception.; but, I pro* 
teft, I have dealt molt diredly in thy affair. 

fad. It hath not appear'd. 

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd ; and your 
fufpicion is not without wit and judgment. But Rode- 
nigo, if thou hail that in thee indeed, which I have grater 
reafon to believe now than ever, (I mean, purpofe, con-, 
rage, and valour) this night (hew it. If thou the next 
night following enjoy not Dejdtmona, take me from this 
world with treachery, and devife engines for my life. ' 

Rod. Well; what is it ? is it within reafon and, 
Coropafs? 

l*gq< Sir, there is efpecial commiflion. come front, 
Venice to depute CaJJto in OthelMi Place. 

Rut* Is that true ? why, then Othello and De/Jemna 
i-eturn again to Vmu* % 

lago* Oh^no; he goes into Mauritania* andtaketh. 
away with him the fair Defdemona, unlefs his abode be, 
linger'd here by fome accident: wherein nonje cam be 
fo determinate, as the removing of CaJJlo^ 
- Rod. How $U> you mean removing him ? 

lago. Why, by making him, uncapable of Qthtlltt* 
place ; knocking out bis brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me to do ? 

lap* Ay, if you dace do yourfelf a profit and a rig^t* 
He (upe to-night with a harlot y and thither will I go to 
him. He knows not vet of his honourable fortune ; if 
you. will watch his going thence, (which 1 will falhion 
tfi fall out between twelve and one) you may take him 
at your pleafure. I will be near to fecond your attempt^ 
and he mail fail between us. Come, (land not amaz'd 
at it,* but go along with me f 1 will ihew you fuch a 
neceflity in his death, that yon (hall think yourfelf bound 
to put it on him. It is now high fupper-time ; and the. 
flight grows to wa/le. About it. 

Rod. I will hear further reafon for this. 

lego.. And you (hall be fatisfied. [Exe*tit t 

Unfit Othello, Lodovico,. Defderaona, iEmijia,. and. 
Attendant*.. 

1 ^» .; 

bod. J do beJeech you, £ijy trouble yourfelf no further^. 

V <M 
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Oth. Oh, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk. . 

hod. * Madam, good-night ; I humbly thank your 
ladylhip. 

t>ef Your honour is moil welcome. 

Otb. Will you walk, Sir ? QkDefdmona! 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. Get you to bed on th* inftant, I will be returned 
jrthwith \ difmifs your attendant there ; look, it be 
one. {£***• 

Def. I will, my Lord. 

JEmil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 

DefJ He (ays he will return incontinent; 
^nd hath commanded me to go to bed* 
Lnd bid me todifmifs you. 

j£mif. Difinifs me ? 

Def. It was his bidding - % therefore, good jEmifia, 
jtve me my nightly wearing, and adieuv 
V.e mull. not now xlifpleafe him '.' 

jEmiL I would, you had never feen him ! 

Def. So would not I ; my love doth fo approve him* 
That ev'n his ftubbornnefs, his checks, and frowns, 
Pr'ythee, «npin me) have grace and favour in them. 

JSmiL I have laid thofe meets, you bad me, on the bed. r 

Def Afl*s one: good father! howfoolifti are our minds £ 
f I do die before thee, 'pr'ythee, flUoud me 
n one of thefe fame fheets, 

jfcrniL Come, come ; you talk. 

Def. My Mother had a maid call'd Bar Bar*,, 
he was in love ; and he, (he lov'd, prov'd mad„ 
Lnd did forfake- her. She had a fong of -wilJo<w,, 
kn old thing, 'twasi but it exprefs'd her fortune* 
kiui fhs dv'd finging it. That fong to-night ' h 

Vti\ not- go from my mind ;. I've much ado,, 
ut to go hang my head ail at one We, : *'" '" . - 

L.nd fing it like, poor Barlara. Pr'ythce, difpatch*. 

JEwiL Shall 1 go fetch your night-gown.* 

Def., No* unpin me here ; 
*hjs podwicp is a proper man.. 

j%wf. A very lianoTome raaiu " 
\jp^tfctjeafei'wlfc. '■••■" . 

JRnutv 
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AC T V. 

S C E N E, a Street before the Palace. 

Enter lago and Rodorigo. 
Iaco» 

HRfcE,ftand behind. this bulk. Straightwill he comet 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow.. 
It makes us, 'or it mars us : think on that,. 
And fix moll firm thy refolutton. 
Rod. Be near at hand, I may mifcarry in'r. 
Iago. Here,, at thy hand ; be bold and take thy fwordV 
Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed, 
Yet he hath giv'n me- fatisfying reafons ; 
'Tis but a man gone. Forth, my fword ; he dies. 

[Stands apart*. 
Iago* I've rubb'd this young knot almoft to the 
fenfe, (50) 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kilt Caffio % 
Or CaJ/10 him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain. Live Rodortgo, 
He calls me to a r.eflitution large 

(50) r*e rubb'd tbit young gnat ahnofi to tbefenfc 

And begtowf **g*y*\ The tubbing a gnat to ftufi t is, I te> 
lieve, en experiment that never was communicated even to the Rofaf 
Society. Jhe leaft frication, on the contrary, would not only. rub 
him out of all fenfe, but out of life into the bargain. The oH 
quart* s have if, quat : a word, which, 1 confeft, 1 am absolutely au 
stranger to. 1 have ventured to conjecture, 

1'mc rubb'd, this young knot, &c 
Th&knaty or knot, is a fmaU bird, plentiful' with u«, in Lincoln/bin 
and Laneajh'ir*', which took its name, *as Camdon lays, from its be- 
ing a delicious morfel with King Canute, who was Hkewife callM 
Knout. This bird, being once taken, as Gtjner tells us, is above all 
others lame and tra&iblc. In this refpect it forthwith Jta&rjgftV 
<* uracler, an eafy, manageable coMy. And, again, as he t*aviorou» 
jo his purfuit, fo this bird is of the fpeciesof thofe qu**Ium* agitAnt* 
it if.caji'd ty fomegf the Latin writers, cinchu- 
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Of gold and jewels, that I bob'd from him. 

As gifts to Defdemcna. 

It muft not be. ■ A t Capo do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes me ugly ; and, befides, the Moor 

May unfold me to him ; there (land I in peril ; 

No, he muft die. Be it fo ; I hear him coming. 

Enter Caffio. 

Rod. I know his gait ; 'tis he : villain, thou dieft. 

[He runs at Caffio, and wounds hint* 
C<*f. That thrufl had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know'ft. 
1 will make proof of thine. 

[Pi^hf. Iago cuts Caffio behind in the Leg, and exit. 
[Then Rodorigo and Caffio/*//. 
RoJ* Oh, lam flain. 

Caf. I'm maim'd for ever; help, hoa ! murder, 
murder! (51) 

Enter Othello above at a Window. 

Oth, The voice of CaJpo 9 ~——Iago keeps his word# 

Rod. Oh, villain that I am! 

Oth. It is even fo. 

Caf. Oh, help, ho f light ! a furgeon !— — 

Oth. * lis he !. oh. brave logo, honeft and juft, 

(51) Caf. Vm maim' d for ever,] None of *he editions hitherto have 
by any marginal direction accounted for whit Caffio here fays, and 
likewife for what he afterwards fays, my leg is cut iti two. We are 
not to fuppofe, he receiv'd this violent hurt in fencing with his op- 
pofite j but as Rodorigo and he are engaged, Togo with a broad fword 
hacks at htm behind. In this incident our Author precisely copies 
his Italian novelift. Ujccndo una Sera il Capo di S quadra di cafa d* 
Una Merurice colla ovale egfi fi filaxzava, ejfendo la none buia, gti fi 
accofb V'AIfitro con la Spada in mano, & gti dirixzb un colpo allegambe, , 
ptrfarlo cadere : & auvenne, cb % tgli gti taglii la deftra edfeia it tra- 
verfo, onde il Mifeo cacLft, " The captain (Caffio) coming one night 
" from the houfe of a harlot, (with whom he entertained himfeif ) it 
" beinfe. ?ery tlark, ; the dntient with his fword ready drawn attacked 
'« him, and le$ drive a blow at his legs with defign to cut him downi 
*' *nd he happen'd to cut him acrofs the right thigh in fuch a man- 
*' n*r, that with the \. ound the rhiferable gentleman fell to earth " 



That haft fucfy npb}e fjnjc of th^fricnd^ wrong j 
Thou: teacheft mc— 1$inf6h/ydur*de2r lies tfead ; 
And your fate hye^s a^ace.— — Sfrurj^ej^l come : 
From off my heart, thofe&&ms, tnlne eyes, are Plotted ; 
Thy bed, lu&ftain'd, 4^^Wa1^M'be Igbttfct"" 
' ~" a ,' * ' • ' [i^//GtheIlo» 

£»/*r Lodovico W Gratiano, at a di fiance. 

Caf. What, ho ! no watch ? no pafiage ? murder, 
murder ! 

Gra. *Tis fQihe n>ifchance ; the voice is very direful* 

Caf. OhhelpV '" 

X^.'HarWr* 

Rod. O' wretched villain ! 
< Lpd. Two or three groans. Iris a heavy night f 
The fe may be counterfeits : * let's' think't unfafe 
To come into trie cry, without niore help. 

Rod, No body come? then fhall I bleed to death. 

Enter Iago, /» bis Jhirt > with a Light and Sword. 

LoJ. Hark [pony* 

Gnu. Here's one comes in his tyirt with light and wca- 

t'ago. Who's tbere^' whojeBOj^Ut||is, that cries out 
murder? 

Lad. We do not know. 

Iago. Do not you hear a cry? 

Caf. Here* here: for heavVs kke, help me. 
• Iago. What's the matter? ; " < ' 

Gra. This is Ofbettb** Ancient, as I take it. 

Lad. The fame* indeed, a very Valiant fellow. 

Iago. What are you liere, that cry 4 Jo grievoufly f 

Caf. Iago/ oh I'm fpoft'd, undone by villains 1 
Give me fome help. 

Iago. Oh me, lieutenant ! what villains have done this I 

Caf. I think, that one of them i$ hereabout $ 
And cannot make away. 

Iago. O treacherous villains ! 
What are you there ? come in, and give fome help. 

[To Lod. and Gra* 

Rod. Oh, help me there. 

K Caf* 
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Qaf. That's one.of them, 

lags. murd'rous flave ! oh villain! [tego J?a fa hi m. 

Rod. Oh damn'd lago ! oh inhuman, dog! 

lago. &ilhne.ni , th , dark? where be tiefebjoody fhi(jyc{5? 
Howfilent is this town? ho, murder ! murder ! 
What may ypu be ? are yon o( good or evil ? 

Lod. As you fhall prove us, praife us, 

/*£*. Signior Lodo-vico ? 

Lod. He, Sir, 

J*£0. I cry you mercy ! Here's CaJfio> hurt by villains,* 

Gra. Cajfio? 

I<*ga. How is't, brother ? 

C*/ My leg is cut in two. 

lago. Marry, heay'n forbid ! 
Light, gentlemen, I'll bind it with my {hirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian* What is the matter, ho, wjio is't that cry'd I 

lago. Who. is't that cry'd ? 

Bian. Oh my dear CoJpOy 
My fweet Coffin oh CaJpQ, Caffia, Cofi?, 

lago, O notable (trumpet f Caffi^ may yov fu(pe& 
"Who they mould, be^ that have thus mangled ypu? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I'm forry to find you thus : 
J have been to feefc you. 

Iago. I^nd me a garter, So— — Oh for a chair. 
To bear him eaiUy hence. 

Bian. Alas, he faints. Oh Coffin Cajpo, Cajftof 

lagp. Gentlemen all, I do fufpeel this trafti 
To' be a party in this Injury* 
Patience awhile, good Qaffio ; come, come : 
Lend me a light : know we this face, or no ? 
Alas, my friend, and my dear countryman 
Rodongo ? no ; Yes, fure ; yea, 'tis Rodorigo. 

lago* Even he, Sir : did you know him .* 

Gra. Know him ? ah ! 

lago. Signior Gratiano P I cry your gentle gardoii. r 

' 'Thefit 
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Tliefe bloody accidents. mud excufe my manner^ 
That fo neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

Iago. How do you Cajfio ? oh, a chair, a chair. 

Gra. Eodortgo? 

Iago. He, he, 'tis he : oh, that's well faid, the chair. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
I'll fetch the General's furgeon. For you, miftrefs, 
Save„you your labour. He that lies flaiii here, Cajfio, 
Was my dear friend. What malice was between you ? 

Caf. None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 

Iago. What, look you pale ? — oh, bear him out o'th' air, 
Stay yon, good gentlemen. • Look you pale, miftrefs? 
Do you perceive the gaftnefs of her eye ? [To Bianca. 
Nay, if you (tare, we (hall hear more anon. 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her; 
Do you fee, gentlemen i nay, guiltineis 
Will fpeak, though tongues were out of ufe. 

Enter Emilia. 

JEmil, Alas, what is the matter? 
What is the matter, hulband ? 

Iago. Qaffio hath there been fet on in the dark 
By RoforigO) and fellows that are 'fcap'd : 
He's almoft flain, and Rodorigo dead. v 

jEmiL. Alas, good gentleman 1 alas, good Caffto f 

lag*. This is the fruit of whoring— Pray, jEmllia % 
Go know of La/fio. where he fupt to-night. 
What, do you (hake at that ? ' 

Bian, He fupt at my houfe, but I therefore (hake noc. 

Iago. Oh, did he fo ? I charge you go with me. 

jEmil. Qh fy upon thee, (trumpet! 

Bian. I am no (trumpet, but of life as honed 
As you that thus abufe me. 

JEmil. As I ? fie upon thee ! ' 

Iago. Kind gentlemen, let's fee poor Caffto dre(h 
Come, miftreis, you muft tell's another tale. 
jEmilia, run you to the citadel, 
4n4 tell my Lord and lady what hath happ'd : 

wai 
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Will y6u go on afore? — This is the night, 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

[Exeunt^ Iago foKowng % 

SCENE, a Bed-chamber : Derdemona is dif- 
covered ajleep in her bed. - 

EnUr Othello, tx.it b a L ; ght and a Sword. 

Oth. TT isthe caufe, it is the caufe, my foul ;— 
X Let me not name it to you, you chaftq ftars ! 
It is the caufe.— Yet I'll not flied her blood, 
Nor fear that whiter flcin of liers than fnow,- 
And fmooth as monumental alabaiter : 

[Lay i down the Jword. 
Yet me mull die ; elfe flie'lj betray more men. 
Put out the light, and, then, put out the light ; (5 2) 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 
I can again thy former light reftore, 
Should I repent : but once put out thy light, 
Thou cunning'ft pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat, 
That can thy light re-lumine. [Sets down the taper. 

(51) Put out the light, and then put out the light.] The flayers y in 
all the companies wherever 1 have feen this tragedy performed, com- 
mit an abfurdity here, in making Othello put out the candle, which, 
'tis evident, never was the Poet's intention. DeJcUmona is difcover'd 
in her bed, in the dark 5 and Othello enters the chamber with a Tingle 
taper. If there were any other lights burning in the room, where 
would be the drift of putting out bis f If there were no others, and 
that he puts his out, how ablurd is it for Defdemona in the dark to 
talk of his eyes rovvling, and his gnawing his nether lip f T his, I 
conceive, to have been the Poet's meaning. Othello, {truck in part 
with remorfe at the murder he's going to do, thinks it bed to do it 
in the dark'; this cotnpun&ion of nature, in the hurry and pertur- 
bation of thought, and thofe remains of tendernefs flill combating 
in his bofom, ftrikes him into an inftant reflexion, that if he puts 
out the light, he can rekindle it 5 but if he once puts out the light 
of her life, that will be extinguiuYd for ever. While he is bufied 
in this contemplation, .he throws his eyes towards hef $ and then 
Iboth'd with her beauteous appearance, fets down the light, to go and 
kifs her. <7pon this, Defdemona wakes 5 and thej continue in dif- 
#aurfc together till he ftifles her. 
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When I have pluckU tny rofe, ^ 

I cannot give it vital growth again ; 

It needs riiuft wither.— ^1*11 fmeil thee on the tree; 

OJi balmy breath, that doft almoft perfuade 

Jullice to break her fword ! -One more ; one more; 
e thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

And love thee after, One more, that's the lalt; 

So fweet, was ne'er fo fatal ! I mull weep, 

But they are cf uel tears : this { fbrrow's heav'nly ; 

It flrikes,' where it doth love,— — She wakes— • 

Def Who's there ? Othello f 

Otb. Ay, Defdemma. 

Df. Will yoir come to-btd, my Lord f 

Otb. Have you pray 'd to-night, Defdmona? 

Def Ay, my Lord. 

Otb. if you Bethink yourfelf of any crime 
UnreconcilM as yet to neav'n, and grace, 
Sollicit for it frrait. 

Def Alack, my Lord, 
What may ybu mean by that ? 

Otb. Well; do it, and be brief ; t will Walk by. 
*' I would not kill thy~unpr*j>ai*ed fpirit, ' 

No, (heav'ns forefend !) 1 would not kill thy foul. 

Def Talk you of killing ? 

Otb. Ay, I do. 

Def Then tieav'n have mercy on me ! 

0/£. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def If you fay fo, I hope, you will not kill me. 

Otb. Hum. 

Dff. And yet I fear you : for you Ve fatal then, 
When ^out eyes rowl fo. Why f fhould fear, 1 know riot, 
Since guilt I know hot : yet, 1 feel, 1 fear. 

Otb. Think on thy fins. 

Def They're lpves I bear to you. 

Ob. Ay, and for that thou dy'ft 
( .'* Def That death's unnatural, that tills for loving. 
Alas,' why gnaw you fo your nether lip ? 
Some bloody paflion Jhakes your very frame ; 

Thefc 
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Tliele are portents : But yet rktJpe, ffiope, 
They do not point on me. 
Qtb: Peace, "and be "fill. 
** Dtf^i will To : : what's the matter ? 
O/^ That handkerchief , 

Which I fo lov'd, andjjave thee, dioirgav'fi CtiJJiv. 
Dtf. No, fcy my fife and foul : fend for the man, 
And afk him. • , 

Otb. Sweet foul, take heed, take heed of perjury ; 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Otb. Prefently; % 

Therefore confefs jhee freely of thy fin : 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak, the ftroTig conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Def. Oh, heav'n hav£ niercy on me ! 

Otb. I fay, amen. 

Def. And have you mercy too !— I never did 
Offendyou in my life ; % never lov'd QaJpo 9 
But with.fuch general warranty of heav'n, 
As I might, love. I never gave him token. 
* Oth. By heavln, I faw my handkerchief in's hand. 
Oh perjur'df woman ! thou doft done my heart ; 
And mak'ft me call, what I intend to do, 
A murder, which I thought a fecrifice. 
I iaw the handkerchief. 

Def. tic found it then ; 
I never gave it him ; fend for him hither* 
Let Him confefs a truth. 

Otb. f He hatfi corifeft. 

D£ What,, my Lord ? - ' 

Qtb. Tnat he hath— usM thee—* 

Def. How? unlawfully? , 

Otb. Ay. ._ 

Def. He will not .fay fy. , 

OtK No, his mouth is ftopp'd ; 
,Honeft tago hath ta'en order for?t* 

Def My Tear interprets 1 then— What; is he dead ? 

; k ■ <*rtu 
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Otb. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge; 
Had ftomach for them all. 

Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 

Otb. Out, (trumpet ! weep'ft thou For him to my face I 

Def: Oh, banifh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Otb. Down, {trumpet. 

Def. Kill me t6*morrow, let me live to-nighu 

Otb. Kay, vif you fbive — — — \ 

Def. But half an hour. 

Otb. Being done, there is no paufe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. 

Otb. It is top late, [Hefrnotbers ben 

: n -ffimiKa, til tie dear. 

JEmil. My Loro% my Lord! what boa! my Lord, my 
Lord i 

Otb. What noife is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead I 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, fo. 

J&mil. i^itbh.] What hoa ! my Lord* my Lord ! 

Otb. Who's there ? [you. 

jErnil. Oh» my good Lord* I would fpeak a word with 

Otb. Yes ;, 'tis Mnulia — by and by— me's dead. 
'Tis like, fije conies to fpeak of Caffijs death $ 
The noife was high.-*-Ha* no more moving ? - 

Still as the grave. Shall (he come in ? were't good ? - 
I think, me ftirs again — No — what's the bed > 
Jf fhe come, in, (he'll, fure, fpeak to my wife ; 
My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? I have no wife. 
On infupportable ! oh heavy hour ! ' j 

Methinks it mould be now a huge eclipfe {53) 
Of fun, and meon* anil that th' affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration.-*-*?— , 

JEmiU 

{53) Mitbinh, it Jbould he nvto a huge eclipfe 

Of fun and moon j and that tb* affrighted globe , . 
Should yawn at alteration:——'} Mr. Rjm'tr is fo rjienry, as he 
thinks, upon this j>ai%e, that I can't help tranfcr$>jng his won- 
derful criticifin-^— u This is wonderful, Here Is poetry Xo ekvatt 
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'MmH. I bcfcech you, 
/That I may fpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord ! 

Otb. I had forgot thee ; oh, come in, ALmitia* 
.Soft, by and by, let me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou ? what's -the matter with thee now? 

[Unlock* tbt doir. 

Entir JEmi&z. 

JEmiL Oh* my good Lord, yonder's foul murder done* • 

Otb. What? now? 

jEmil. But now, my Lord. 

Otb. It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than fhe was wont, 
An€ makes men mad. 

jEmiL Cqffio, my Lord, hath kili'd 
A young fWft'tf*, cd\Y\Rodorigo. 

Otb. Rodoiigo kili'd? and Ca^iill'd? 

JEmt/. No, Caffio is not kili'd. 

Otb. Not Caffio kili'd ? then murder's out of time, 
And fweet revenge grows harm. 

Def. Oh, falfely, falfely murder'dl— 

JEmih Alas! what cry is that ? 

-«« and amufe* It would be uncivil to zfkTIamflead, if £h« fud atfl 
" nooon can both together be fo hugely eclipfed, in any heavy hour 
" whatsoever. Nor muft the fpe&ators confuljt Gre/bamoohc^c, 
*« whether a body is naturally frighted till htyawn again," ■ ■ ■ Such 
are the ludicrous* criticifms of your, wits ! But is the word eclipfe ab* 
-folutely reftrain'd to that natural phenomenon which we underftan* 
by it ? If Othello thought his deed 10 horrid, that the fun and moon 
oiight to Hart from their fpheres at it, and ceafe to enlighten this 
under- globe, might not fuch a defection be call'd an eclipfe, with a 
<vengeance? Well, but, then, can a body be frighted till it yawn? 
Here again, yawn is reftrain'd to the ofcitathn of a man ready to fall 
afleep ; and, for the joke* s Abe, muft mean no other kind of gaping. 
This gentleman muft have knotfn, fure, thut yawn (as well as x*v£v, 
from which it it deriv'd) was oftner apply M to the gaping of the earti> p 
than emoloy'd tofignify the cfy** »«X w: f> ^t yawning, for inftance, 
of a crittck gaping after a feeble jeft. But, I am afraid, Mr. Rymer 
was not too .diligent a reader of the Serif tures. Let the Poet account 
for the prophanatTon, if he harcomtnitted any s but it is very obvi- 
ous to me, his alluiion it grounded on a certain fotemn circumftance, 
when darkfufttt fatd to have cover d the wbohface tftbe land\ when 
rocks were rent t and graves opened. 

VouYllL Q^ OtV. 
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Oth. That? what? 

JEmiL Oat, and alas ! that was my lady's voice. 
Help ! help, hoa ! help ! oh lady, fpeak again ; 
.6weet Defdemona f oh fweet miflrefs, fpeak. 

De/l A guiltlefs death I die. 

jEmiL Oh, who hath done this deed ? 

Def. No body, I myfelf, farewel ; 
Commend me to my kind Lord ; oh, farewel. [Di:s. 

Oth. Why, how fhould fhe be murder'd ? 

jEmiL Alas ! who knows ? 

Oth. You heard her fay, herfelf, it was not I. 

jEmiL She faid fo, Imuft needs report the truth. 

Oth. She's like a liar gone to burning hell ; 
'Twas I, that kill'd her. [deviL 

jEmiL Oh, the more angel me, and you the blacker 

Oth. She turn'd to folly, and fhe was a whore. 

jEmiL Thou doft bely her, and thou art a devil. 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

JEmiL Thou art rafh as fire, to fay 
That fhe was falfe. Oh, me was heav'nly true. 

Oth. Coffio did tup her ; afk thy hufband elfe. 
Oh, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that 1 did proceed upon juft grounds 
To this extremity. Thy hufband knew it alL 

jEmiL My hufband! 

Oth. Thy hufband. 

JEmiL That fhe was falfe to wedlock ? 

Oth. Ay, with Cajffto : had fhe been true, 
If heav'n would make me fuch another world, 
Of one entire and perfect Chryfolite, 
I'd not have fold her for it. 

jEmiL My hufband! 

Oth. Ay, 'twas he that told me firfl ; 
'An honeft man he is, and hates the flime 
That flicks on filthy deeds. 

JEmiL My hufband ! 

Oth. What needs this iteration, woman ? 
I fay, thy hufband. 

jEmiL Oh miflrefs ! villany has made mocks with love; 
My hufband fay, fhe was falfe 1 

6 Oth. 
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Oth. He, woman; 
I fay, thy hufband ; do'ft underftand tke word ? , 
My friend, thy hufband, honed, honed lago. 

/EmiL If he fays fo, may his pernicious Jbtl 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to th* heart. 
She was too fond of her moft filthy bargain. 

Otb. Hah! 

jEmiL Do thy worft : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heav'n, 
Than thou waft worthy her. 

Otb. Peace, yon were beft. 

JEmiL Thou haft not half that power to do me harm, 
As I have to be hurt: oh gull ! oh dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou'ft done a* deed 
I care not for thy fword, I'll make thee known, 
Though I loft twenty lives— —Help ! help, hoa ! help ! 
The Moor hath kilrd my miftrefs. Murder, murder ! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, lago, and others* 

- Mo n. What is the matter ? how now, General ? 

JEmiL Oh, are you come, lago f you have done well; 
That men muft lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is tne matter ? 

jEmiL Bifprove this villain, if thou be'ft a man ; 
He fays, thou toldft him that his wife was falfe : 
I know, thou didft not ; thou'rt not fuch a villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 

lago. I told htm what I thought ; and told no more, 
Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. 

JEmiL But did you ever tell him, ihe was falfe? 

logo. I did. 

JEmiL You told a lye ; an odious, damned, lyez 
Upon my foul, a lye ; a wicked lye. 
.She falfe with Co/fto ? did you fay, with Caffto ? 

lap. With Caffio, miftrefs ; go to, charm your tongue. 

jEmiL I will not charm my tongue ; I'm bound to fpeak ; 
-■My miftrefs lies here murderM in her bed. 

AIL Oh heavens forefend ! 

JEmiL And your reports haveTet the murder on. 

Otb* Nay* ftare not, mafters ; it u Xrus, Vute*^ 
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Q t :a]> -Th a ftrange truth, 
JK^ t ,0li.flp^ftrp|wadl, (( - u . '■...-., 

I think wpcn't-lthinkr-I fmeiyt-— Oh villany] 
I thoughtjfo then ; J'll kill myfelf for grief;-— 
Oh villany, villany I 

fage. What, are.yqu mad r I charge yon, get you home. 

jEmil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to /peak; 
'Tis proper I obey Jrim, but not/now : 
Perchance, Iagc, I wilLne'er go home. 

Oth. Oh ! oh ! oh ! [Qtbello/«Z& *n the beds 

*£ mil. Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haft kill'd the fweeteit inoocextt. 
That eler did lift up eye. 

0/£.,Oh, ihe was foul! ,, [Rifing. 

J*fcarce $4 know you, uncle ; there lie$/yow v&q&w 
Wli9fevbj?eath, indeed, thefe hands have nmlj ?ftpp|^i^ 
I know, thiaadfhews horrible and grim. , . ; v? 

Gr*. Poor Dff&mna! Vm glad, thy fatheiff deajt: 
Thytf^kw#8j»ortal to him ; and pure gnef t "*^ 
Shore his ol4 thread in twain. Bid he live, nop^ 7 - tL & 
This fight would make; him do a defp'rate turn^ 
Yea, curie his better angel from his fide, - . ; r ; ; 
And. fall to reprobation* ' 

Otb. 'Tis pitiful ;. buffet Ugo\ know*, 
That (he with Go^w had the aaofihame , Vv .«>: 
A thoufand times committed. Cajfio confeft it^ 
And fhe did gratify his amorous works, , * 

With that recognizance and pledge of love 
W hich I firft gave her ; I faw it in his tymd^ c 
It was an handkerchief, . an antique token 
My father gave my mother. . . . ' 

JEmil. Oh heav'n I oh heavily powers 1 
* Jagii Come, hold yQur peace. ^ op j , . v -J 

JEmil. 'XwiUout, 'twill p«t—J>|^ac^l i: . 
No, I wUlfpeak as liberal as, the air;,, [^ JV r> u , •/> 
Let heav'n, and- meB* anddeivils* .let tjiem ^h ^ 
All, all cry ihatfie againftme*, yet I'll fpe#k« 

lago* .Beiwifc andget you home. • -,. 

JEmtt* fcwilLnot. [Iagp,^ 
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(fra. fty, your (word upon a woman ? [ipeak'ft of, 

jEmil. Oh, thou dull Moor! that handkerchief, thou 
I Yound by fortune, anddid give my hufband ; 
Fbr often, with a folemn earneftnefs, 
(More than, indeed; belong'd to fuch >a- trifle) 
He begg'd of me to (leal it. 

Iag2. Villanotis whore ! 

jEmiL She give it Ciffio? ala*, I found it, 
And I did give't my huiband* 

Iago. Filth,* thou-lreft. 

ASmil. Bydteav'n, I dtf not ; I do not, gentlemen :• 
Oh murd'rous coxcomb ! what ihould fueh a foor 7 
Do with fo good a wife ? 
[Iago breaks thrju^b and wounds his wif ', then runs out, 

Oth. Are there no ftones in heav'n, 
But what ferve for the thunder ? precious villain f 

Gra. The woman-falls ; fure, he has kill'd his wife. 

jEmil. Ay, ay ; oh, by me by my -milir"e'fs' fide. 

Gra. Res gone> but his wife's kill'd. 

Men, 'Tis a notorious villain ; take this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not pafs, 
.But kill him rather ; I'll after that fame villain, 
For 'tis a damned flave. [Exeunt Mom and Grai 

Otb: I am not valiant neither ; 
But every puny whipfter gets my fword. 
But why ihould honour out-live honefty ? 
Let it go all. 

jEmit. What did thy fong bode, lady I 
Hark, can'ft thou hear me ? J will play the fwan, 
And die in mufick ; Willow, Willow , Willow 
Moor, (he was chafte; (he Iov'd thee, cruel Moor; 
So come my foul to blifs, as I Kpeaktrue ; 
So fpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [iEmilia diet,* 

Ot h . 1 have another weapon in this chamber, 
Jt was a fword of Spain, the Ebroh temper ; 
Oh, here it is : Uncle, I mud come forth. 

Gra. within ] If thou attempt it, it will cod thee dear ; 
'I hou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

0/ y . Look in upon me then, and fpsak m\k Tfc£-» 
Or, naked as I am, I will affault tYiae. 
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Re-enter Gratiano. 

Cra . What is the matter ? 

Otb m Lo ! I have a weapon : 
A better never did itfelf fuftain 
Upon a foldier's thigh. I've feen the day, 
T hat with this little arm, and this good fword, 
I've made my way thro' more impediments, 
Than twenty times your Hop. But, oh vain boail I 
"Who can control his fate ? 'tis not fo now. 
Be not afraid, thV you do fee me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
The very fea-mark of my utmoft fail. 
Do you go back difmay'd ? 'tis a loft fear : 
Man but a riilh again ft Otbt lie's breaft, 
And he retires. Where ihould Othello go ? 
Now***— hv\v doft thou look now ? oh ill-ftarr'd wench I 
Pale r as )thy fmock ! When we (hall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my foul from heav'n, 
And fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold* my girl ? 
Ev'n like thy chaftity. O curfed flave ! 
Whip me, ye devils, 

From the pofTeflion of this heav'nly fight ; 
Blow me about in winds, road me in fulphur, 
Wafh me in fteep-down gulphs of liquid fire — 
Oh Drjdemona ! UtfJemona ! dead, dead ! oh, oh ! 

Enter Lodovico, Cafiio led in wounded, Montano, and 
lagO pri/oner, <w/tb Officers. 
Lod. Where is this ra(h and moft unfortunate man ? 
Otb. That's he, that was Othello : here I am. 
Lod. W here is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 
Oth. I Ipok down tow'rds his feet; but that's a fable. (5 4) 
If that thou be'ft a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello wounds I ago. 

(54) J lock down tow'rds bis feet: but that's a fable.] I won't pre- 
tend to affirm, but Ben Jcbnfon Teems to me to be fneering tt Stake/' 
peare, for hinting at a notion, inculcated, by the foppery of painters, 
and fuperftiiion of zealots, into the vulgar, that the dentil has cloven 
fcet % 

J looked o'yenrfeet afore, you cannot cozen me ; 
Your ih,oe's uot cloven, Sir, yon arc whole boef'd. 

UttiiVt an Aft* 
"Lid* 
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Lod. Wrench his (word from him. 

Iaofu I bleed, Sir, but not kill'cL 

Oth. I am not forry, neither : I'd have thee live ; • 
Foiv in my fenfe, 'tis happinefs to die. 

Lod. Oh thou, Otbello, that waft once fo good,- 
FalPn in the practice of a curfed (lave, 
What (hall be faid to thee ? 

Otb, Why, anything; 
An honourable murd'rer, if you will: 
For nought! did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villany : 
Did you and he con fen t in CaJJiSs death ? 

Otb. Ay. 

Caf. Dear General, I never gave you caufe. 

Otb. I do believe it, and I a(k your pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-devil, 
Why he hath thus enfnar'd my foul and body ? 

luge. Demand mcnothing ; what you know, VQU'k&ow; •« 
From this time forth I never will ipeak word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Otb. Well, thou doll belt 

Lo4.- Sir, you mall underftand what hath befall'n, . * 
Which, as I think, you know not ; here's a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the flain RoJongc, 
And, here, another ; one of them imports 
The death of Cajfio to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 

Oth. Oh villain! . 

Co/. Moft heathenilh and moft grofs ! 

Lot. Now, here's another difcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it feems, 
Rodorigo meant t'have fent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and fatisfy'd him. 

Otb* Oh thou pernicious caitiff? 
How came you, CaJJio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Caf. 1 found it in my chamber ; 
And he himfelf confeft it but ev'n now, 
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That there he dropt it for a fpecial porpofeV* 
Which wrought to his deiire. 

Oib. Oh fool, fool, fool ! 

Co/. There is, befides, in Roderigo's letter, 
How he upbraids Iago that he made him 
Frave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was caft ; and even now he fpake, 
.After long feeming dead, /ago hurt him, 
lago fet him on. _^ 

Lod. You muft forfake this room, and gd with us ; 
Your pow'r and your command is taken off, 
And Cajfia rules in Cyprus* For this (lave, 
]f there be any cunning cruelty, 
1 hat caa torment him much, and hold him long, 
Jt (hall be his. You (hall clofe prifoner reft, 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the V en ttian ftate. Come, bring him away. 
t Oib. Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 
I've done the date fome (mice, and they know't ; 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, ? 
When you (hall thefe unlucky deeds relate, 
£peak of me, as I am : Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fet down aught in malice. Then muft you fpeak 
Of one that lov'd, not wifely, but too well ; 
Of one, not eafily jealous ; but being wrought, 
Perplex'din the extream ; of one, whofe hand, (55) 
Like the bafe Judia» 9 threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe; of one, whofe eyes, 

Albeit 

(55) tfene, whofe band, 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all bis triBe] I have reftorM, Judian, from the 
elder quarto, as the genuine, and more eligible reading. Mr. Tope 
thinks, this was occafiond probably by the word tribe jvft after : I have 
many reafons to oppofe to this opinion. In the firft place, the moft 
ignorant Indian, I believe, is fo far the reverfe of the dungbil cock in 
the fable, as to know the eftimation of a pearl, beyond that of a. 
barley.com. So that, in that refpe&, the thought itfelf would not 
be juft. Then, if ogr Author had defign'd to reflect on the igno* 
ranee of the Indian without any farther reproach, he would have 
call'd him rude, andj&t, bafe. Again, I am perfuaded, as my friend 
Ur, Wat burton long'pgo obflrryM, the phjrafe is not here literal, but 

mtto^fa* 



plural 
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beit unufed to the melting mood, 
•op tears as faft as the Arahian trees 
Leir medicinal gum. Set you down this : 
id fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
bere a malignant and a^uiban'd Turk 

ipbor'iul: a lid, by hit ^«if/, our Author very properly means a 
xvomait. To inftance only in two paftages from his Trw/au, of th#- 
s ufage; 

Hef bed is J««//<i 5 there (he lies, a pearl $ L ; 

Js me worth keeping ? why, flic is apeorf/ :.» :u A'v/Ofj vjo f 
Whofe price hath launch' d above a thaufaod ftjjpa^^viO brr A. 
And turned crown'd Kings to merchants. , n: v < v ; '\ r 
Mr. Pope objects farther to reading Judian, beczu(e,tomaieJt^ ■- 
:hi»,- - we- nufl prefuppofe feme particular ftory of a Jew ' W/«<&/ io $ 
teb is much left ohviout : but bas£bahff*are never done this, but if» ^ 
1 fingle inftance i Lot ut turn back, fur proof, to bitSTwilfibAtigbli 
Why would* I not, had 1" the heart to dVr, \ ;i o I 

Like tofh' JEgypftan thicx} at point of 'death, > \ N o 

Kill whit I love? - " .' ",, -< 

* it a particular /*? hinted at, (which I have e'xpraVd* in'the , 
per place) ouch left obvious than the ftory above prefuppos'd.^'Bu'i ^ 
>.we~are to obferve of Sbakefpeate, that tho' both bis fttofes*; rot r 
-otitic^ drtaci to nombie, his allujion undJbniHe are as clear, at if he 
I given ms the- ex pre fs hi ftory. Ben Jon/on, I am fure, does not - 
ayveohvey his allufitfnsrin the fame clear'nefc. 
I have a hu/band, and a two-legged one, 
Sot fuch a moonting, as : no wit of man, . 
Or rofes, can redeem from being an aft* 
re is a flory prefuppos'd, but fb darkly couch'd, that, I dare war- - 
t, fcarce one reader in fife hundred of this poet ever guefs'd at it. *• 
r can any one know what he would be at, who has apt read either 
nan or Apuleiut e and obferv'd, that wben£«a'tfi by a magical un- 
nt was converted into an ajs f the only means of recovering hit - 
n form was for him bo b route otxfrtjb rofes* I hope, the expliea* 
1 of this obfeure paflfage will compeniate for the dlgre flkm. But- 
return to my Author. I am fatisfied, in hit Judlan, he is aliud- - 
; to Herod % who, in a fit of blind jealoufy, threw away fuch a 
'el of a wife as Manamne was to him. What can be more parallel 
circumftance, than the conduct of Herod and Othello f N,t was the 
ry fo little obvious, as Mr.Pt/efeems to imagine t for, in the year 
13, the lady Elizabeth drew publish'* a tragedy call'd Ma*iam, 
Jair Queer of Jewry. I mall only add, that our Author might - 
ite Judlany or Jaiean t (if that mould be alledg'd as any objection) 
lead of Jadeean, with the fame licenfe and change of accent, as/ 
hit Antony and Cleopatra t he Jhtfrtcns the fecond fyllable of Eu- 
mut in pronunciation. 
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Beat a Venttlatf^ and traduc'd the State, 
1 took by the throat the circumcifed dog/ 
And fmote him thus. [Stats bimfit/, 

Lod. Oh bloody period ! 

Gra. All, that is fpofce, is marr'd. 

Otb. 1 kift thee, ere I kill'd thee.— No way but this, 

[ToDettem, 
Killing myfelf, to die upon a kifs- [Diet* 

Caf. This did I fear, but thought he hadjio weapon, 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. Oh Spartan dog ! [To Iagfc 

More fell than anguifh, hunger, or the fea ! 
Look on the tragick loading of this bed ; 
7 his is thy work ; the object poifons fight, 
Let it be hid. Gratratto, keep the houfe, 
A nd feize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they fucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the cenfure of this hellifh villain : 
The time, the place, the torture, oh ! inforce it. 
Myfelf will ftraight aboard ; and to the State 
This heavy aft, with heavy heart, relate. \Exewr 
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Walkley, and are to be fold at his Shop, at the Eagle and 
Child in Brit tan's BurJJe, 1622. (Quarto.) _ 

Editions of middle Authority* , 

THE Works of Mr. William Sbakefpeare, 8cc. The 
Third Impreffion, 1664. (Folio/) 

The Merry Wives of Wind/or. With the Humours 
of Sir John Faftaffe ; as alfb the fwaggering Vaine of 
Ancient Piftoll, and Corporal Nym. Written by Wil- 
liam Sbakefpeare, newly corrected. London: Printed 
by T. H. for R. Meigben, and are to be fold at his Shop, 
next to the Middle Temple Gate, and in St. Dunftan'% 
Churchyard in Fleetftreet, 1630. (Quarto.) 

T*he excellent Hiftory of the Merchant of Venice. 
With the extream Cruelty of Shyfock the Jew 1 and the 
obtaining of Portia by the Choice of three Catkets. Ar 
it hath been fundry times publikely atted by the King's 
Majefties Servants at the Globe. Written by W. Shake' 
fpeare. Newly corrected, augmented, and amended. 
London, printed by R.Young for John Smetknjcicke, and 
are to be fold at his Shop in St. Duhftans Churchyard 
in Fleet-ftreet, under the Uyall, 1637. (Quarto.) 

Love's Labour's Loft. A wittie and pleafant Comedie ; 
as it was afted by his Majefties Servants at the Black- 
Friers and the Globe.' Written by William Shakrfpeare. 
London : Printed by W. S. for John Smetbnvicke, and are 
to be fold at his Shop in Saint Dunftones Churchyard 
Under the Diall, 1631. (Quarto.) 

A witty and pleafant Comedie called, The Taming of 
the Shrew. As it was acted by his Majefties Servants 
at tire Blacke-Friers and the Globe. Written by Will. 
Sbakefpeare. London : Printed by W. S. for John Smeth- 
nuicke, and are to be fold at his Shop in St. Dunftones 
Churchyard under the Diall, 1631. (Quarto.) 

The Life and Death of King Richard the Second. 
With new Additions of the Parliament Scene, and the 
Depofing of King Richard. . As it hath beene a&ed by 

the 



the King's Majeftics Servants, at the Globe. By Wil- 
liam Sbakefpeare. London, Printed by John Norton, 

The Hiftorie of Henry the Fourth .\ With the Battel at 
Sbrewjhury, betweene the King, and Lord Henry Percy, 
furnamed Henry Hot/pur of the North. With the humo- 
rous Conceits of Sir John Falftaffe. Newly corrected, by 
William Sbaktf^eare. London, Printed by John Norton, 
and are to be fold by Hugh Perry, at his Shop next to 
Ivie-bridge in the Strand, 1639. (Quarto.) 

The Tragedie of King Richard the Third. Contayn? 
ing his treacherous Plots againft his Brother Clarence : 
The pitifull Murder of his innocent Nephewes : his 
tyrannical Ufurpation : with the whole Courfe of his 
detefted Life, and moft deferved Death. As it hath been 
lately acted by the King's Majefties Servants* Newly 
augmented. By William Sbakefpeare* London, Printed 
by Thomas Purfoot, and are to be fold by Matthew 
Law, dwelling in Pauls Churchyard at the Signe of the 
Foxe, neere §t. JuftinteGite, 1624. ( Quarto, f 

*the Seme. Printed by John Norton, and are to be 
fold by Matthew Law, &c. 1620. (Quarto. J 

The Same. Printed by John Norton, 1634. (Quarto.) 

M, William Shake/pea* e, his true Chronicle Hiftory 
of the Life and Death of King Lear and his three 
Daughters. With the Unfortunate Life of Edgar ■, Sonne 
and Heire to the Earl of Glocejier, .and his fullen affu- 
med humour of Tom of Bedlam. As it was plaid be- 
fore the King's Majefty at Whit-ball upon St. Stephens 
night, in Cbtiftmas Hollidaies. By his Majefties Ser- 
vants, playing ufually at the Globe on the Bank-fide. 
London, Printed by Jane Bel!, and are to be fold at the 
Eaft-end of Cbrifl- church, 1655. (Quarto.) 

The moft excellent and Lamentable Tragedie of Ro- 
neo and Juliet. As it hath been fundry times publikely 
acted by t}ie Kings Majefties Servants at the Globe. Writ- 
ten by W m Shakt/peare. Newly corrected, augmented, 
and amended. Londm, printed by R. Young for John 
Smethuicke, and are to be fold at his Shop in St. Dun- 
flans Churchyard in Fleet-ftreet, under the Dyall, 1637. 
(Quarto.) 

The 



The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. Neurf£ 
imprinted and ialarged, according to the true and perfedf 
Copy laft printed. By William Sbake/ r eare. London r 
printed by R. Ylung for John Smetb-wicke T &c, 1637*. 
(Quarto.) 

The Tragaedy of OtbeH'o, the Moore of Venice. As ir 
hath been diverfe time? a&ed at the Globe, and at the 
Black-Friers, by his Majetfies Servants. Written bjr 
William bbakejpearc. London printed by A. M. for Rich- rd 
Han. kin<, and are to be fold ar his Shoppe in Chant r,~ 
Lane, neere Serjeants-Inne, 1630. (Qua 'to. ) 

Editions ^/k5 Authority... 

THE Works of Mr. Willi** ^bah/pare, in Si* 
Volumes, adorned with Cuts. Revifed and cor- 
rected, with an Account of the Life and Writings of the 
Author, by N. Rowb Efq;. London, printed for Jacob 
lonfon within. Grays-Inn Gate, next Gr*ys-lim Lane,, 
1 709* (Qftamo ) 

Tbe Sare. (in 12 no.) 17 14.. 

The Works of Sbah/peare, in, Six Volumes. Collated^ 
and corrected by the former. Editions, by Mr. Pope. 
London, printed for Jacob Ton/on in. the Strand,^! 725^- 
( Quarto. J 

The Same. Qxx \2mo.\ 1728^. 



I !N D E X 

OF THE 
CHARACTERS, SENTIMENTS, 

;;Y^ : fS^.M^[ LI ES, 7 

SPEECHES and DESCRIPTIONS 

IN 

SHAKESPEARE. 







SECT. I. 



HARACTERS 



O F 



STORICAL PERSONS. 



fUR, a hope 
oung Prince, 
rtunate. 
des, baniftied 
itercedingfbr 
riend. 
\ Timon with 
MifTcs. 
rtedtoCruel- 
him,and the 
tien to Luft. 
uer$ Athens. 
' Mark> his 
Terence with 
usaSttrCafar 
murdered 
Lefle&ibns on 
hen alone. 



Play. (Vol! Page Perfon. * 



K. John. 



Timon. 
ibid. 



ibid, 
ibid. 



Jul.Ca/ar. 



i 



X 



163 
170 



»73 
197 



4 f 



4*019, 



I N B E X. 



k 



-j&n forty, Mark, fpeaks 
Ctrfar's Funeral 
Oration. 

his Eloquence 
vnaifed by La/pus, 

-— nis Valour dege- 
nerates into Fond- 
nefs for Cleopatra 

•— refolves to leave 
her. 

— 3iw former Bra- 
very defcribed by 
^O^amus Cafan. 

-P«»/9 9 8Wiih 9 that 
he may live on in 
Love andLuxury. 

—quarrels with Or-f 
. tavius, which ends 
in a Marriage 
with Qftavia. 

—his Genius inferi 
or to Ofiavius's. 

— complains of Oc- 
.tavius's ill treat- 
ment to Offavia. 

—.beaten at Afiium, 
and defpairsafter it 

—fends to OSaviuy 
to treat, and is re 
fofed. 

— igrows jealous of 
Cleopatra. 

-—beats C*far> by 
Land, and meets 
the Queen in Rap- 
ture. 

-his Eieetrevoltingj 
he quarrels again 
with Cleopatra* 



Play. 
Jul. C*far. 



JxtMdCko. 



•Vol 


Page 




t 
< 


7 


' * 2 




75 




89 




-94 




n>s 




111 


' t 






113 




122 


r 


(i S 6 
l»57 




»59 




163 




«76 




m 


'. 


« 



Perion. 



SoetkM 



Anta 



IN D E X. 





Play. Ji 


Vol 


Page 


Perfon. 


dlntony, Mark, being 










told fhe is dead, he 


v 








falls on his Sword. Ant.axACko. 


7 


187 




— carried to Cleo- 










fatra, he dies in 










her Arms. 


>* 




191 




~Oda<vius and his 








- 


Generals lament 










and praife him. 






193 




— and Cleopatra. 






199 




Ajax, his Character 

B. 

DLanch 9 her Beauty 
and Virtue. 


$r*.andCV$/; 




35 2 


So-. 










K. John. 


3 


3 6 7 


Ck. 


ffurgundy Duke of, a 










fralfe Ally. 


i Hen. 6. 


4 


439 




Beauford, Cardinal, 










<vid. Winchefter. 










Buckingham, Duke 










of, treacherous, 










cruel, mercenary 


Rich. 3. 


5 






— in Henry Sth's 




-*; 






Reign, rafh, cho- 










leric. 


Hen. 8. 




5 3°9 




♦—his Character gi- 










ven by Hen. 8. 


ibid. 




316 




—Condemned. 


ibid. 




3 2 7. 




Bullen, Anne, her 










Beauty. 


ibid. 




326 


King. 


—item. 


ibid. 




339 


Chatn. 


— item. 


ibid. 




3S 6 


Suf. 


—item. 


ibid. 




37 2 


2 Gent. 


Brutus, refem#d anc 


1 








melancholic. 


Jul. Ca/ar. 


7 


8 




— fpirited up by Co/ 
fius2%£VC&CaJar 












' 


9 




—of great Authori 








tywiththePeople 
Voi, VIII. 


R 


i 


\~ 


\CaJc. 



INDEX. 



Brutus, his (elf-debate 

uponC^/2zr'sDeath. 
— opens himfelf free- 
ly to the Confpi- 

rators. 
— declares for faving 

Antony, 
—importuned by his 

Wife Portia. 
—his Speech to the 

People, to juftify 

Car/ar*s Murder, 
—quarrels with Caf- 

Jius. 
— relates the Death 

of Portia. 
—fees Cx/aSs GhoiL 
— takes his laft fare- 

wel of Cajfius. 
— refolves to die, and 

kills himfelf. 
— prais'd by Antony 
Banquo, his Character 

(for the refl:, *vid. 

Macbeth,) 



Play. 
Jul. Cafar. 



C. 

SJOnftance, a Mother 
paffionately fond. 

Cade, John, a bold 
crafty Rebel. 

Clifford % bold and re- 
vengeful. 

Ca>far> Julius. 

Catharine, Queen to 
Henry 8. 

— pitied by Anne 
Bullen. 



Vol! Pafce 
7 



Macbeth. 



YL.John. 

2 Hen. 6. 

3 Hen. 6. 
Richard 3. 

Hen. 8. 

ibid. 



22 



Perfdiu 



26 
28 



3° 



50 

72 

7? 

84 
85 



3i8 



Mat. 



49 York. 

2^g[Prw:e. 
333Mr/. 

337 



CatUh 



I N D EX. 



Catharine \ her Speech 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


to the King before 








her Divorce. 


Hen. 8. 


5 


34 l 


— praifed by the 








King, 


ibid. 




345 


— recommends her 








Daughter and Ser- 








vants to him. 


ibid. 




379 


Cromwell, Thomas. 


ibid. 




374' 


Cranmer\ Chara&er 








by Gardiner* , 


ibid. 




382 


by Cromwell. 


ibid. 




39i 


—by the King. 


ibid. 




392 


his Speech over 








Princejs Elizabeth. 


ibid. 




396 


Coriolanusy brave, 








proud,aContemner 








of the Populace. 


Coriolanus. 


6 




•—chides his Soldiers 








when repuls'd. 


ibid. 




39? 


—his Character. 






395 


— hisEntry into Rome 








after a Vittory. 






404 


—his A&ionsfumm'd 








up by Cominius* 






412 


— approv'd by the 








Tribunes, he rails 








at the Populace. 






417 


— baniuYd. 






444 


— appliesto, and is 








kindly received by 








Aufidiiis. 






453 


- nottobediverted 








by his Friends from 








invading Rome. 






468 


——yields to his Mo- 








therms Intreaties. 






480 


— -itairt by the Envy 








and f ieafchery ol 








Aufidiw, [ 


R z 


\ 


487 



Perfoiu 



3 Gfnt, 



Com% 
Cow% 



C*$B 



INDEX. 



Play. 
Jul. Car/or. 



Ctfar, Julius, fufpi- 
cious of Cafftus. 
|! — rcfufeth the Crown 
that was ofFer'd. 
.— addicted to Super 
ftition, and loved 
Flattery. 
— di/Tuaded By CaJ- 
phurnia from going 
to the Senate, 
—his Contempt of 
Death. I 

— firm againll thofef 

who w^ong him. jibid. 
— AZ&flinated. (ibid, 

—his Ghoft appears 

to Brutus. 
Caffius confers with 
Brutus againft Cat- 
M- 
—his Charafter. 
— refolves to kill 
himfeif, if C«^r is! 
made Kin£. ; 
—his (parrel with 

Brutus. I I 

—ill Omens flagger 
him, tho'j an Epi- 
curean. ! . f 
— pre&ges hfe fhould 
die onhisBirth-day, 
—■kills himfeK 

• mourned anid 

praifed by Titiwus* 
MeJalaaniBnitu? 
Cafca's Chara&er, 
Cleopatra, the Power 
of her Beauty over Ant. and 
Antony. \Cfy. 




£li4. 



I N" D E X, 



C&0/*//7z,herCharac- Play, 

ter of Antony when 

he had left her. Ant.zhdCIeo. 
—her failing down 

theC/^fdefcrib'd. 

[for the reft, fid, 

Antony, 
— her Lamentation 

over the dead Body 

of Antony* 
— refolves to die. 
— viiited by O&avius 
—affronted by her 

Treafurer Seleucus. 
—kills herfelf with 

Afpicks. 

jyOwglafs. N i Hen. 4. 

Duncan, King 
of Scotland, mor- 
dered.vid Macbethx 

E. 

JfDward the Black 

** Prince. 

Eleanor, Wife of Duke 
Humphry, ambiti- 
ous, and given to 
Superftition. 

—walks in Proceffion 
for Penance, and is 
banifhed. 

Edivard^th, amorous, 
brave, fuccefsful. 

—his two Sons. 

— murdered. 
Edward P. of Wales, 
Son to Henry 6. . 



Vol 
7 



Richard 2. 



t Hen. 6. 

2 Hen. 6. 

3 Hen. 6. 
Richard 3. < 



Richard j % - 



Page I Perfo^ 
107 
119 



191 

iq8 
202 

203 

209 



155 Hot: 



29 Tort. 
37 



23 

236 
: 268 



C^E 



I N D E 



Q^Elizah>tb> prophe- 
tical lydefcri bed by 

__ Cramner. 

— complimented by 
the Title of the 
Vefhl Queen. 

EuobarbuS) a brave 
Reman Captain. 

—dies with grief for 
deforcing 3ntcny. 

F. 

pJukcnbridge ,boafl 
fa I, brave and en- 

terprizing. 
Fulvias Death and 

Character. 

G. 

flLendvwer. 

defcrjbed by 

Hot/pur. " , 
Gloucefler, Humphry^ 

■ D. of, gpes up his 

white SfcaiF, 
—fees hisj&utchifs's 

Proceffiin for;Pe 

nance, j : | 
•— - AccuIeS to , the 

and others. f 

— Arrefte^ for yigh 

Treafory he defends 

himfelf., t , 

»■ mujdered ^ 

ftrangl^ng. 
Gardiner, Bp. of Win- 
chejler, flattering 
•and cruel. 



Play. 

Henry 8. 

Mid/. N. Dr. 
Ant.zndCIco, 
ibid. 



X. 

Vol Page 

397 



95 
96 



K. John. 
Jnt.zndCIeo 

1 Hen. 4. 
bid. 

2 Hen. 6. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

Henry 8. 



Ob. 



178 



Perfoiu 



g6\Jnt. 
141 



34 

37 

40 

42 

55 War. 



$()2King. 



N D 

Play. 

Richard 2. 
i Hen. 4. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

2 Hen. 4. 

Hen. 5. 

I Hen. 6. 



H. 

17£JV*r 5 th,whilft 

-" Prince. 

—item. 

Hot/pur, (vi<J. Percy.) 

Hen, 5th in Armour, 

Henry 4th defcribed 
by Hot/pur. 

— his Son Pr. Henry < 

— item. 

Henry 5 th. 

—item. 

Henry 6th, meek, reli- 
gious, unfortunate 

i&». 8. wV. Q. Catha- 
rine y Anne Rullen. 

I. 

yOHNrfL. diffenv 
*/ bling,cruel,irrefo« 

lute, unfortunate. K. y^/r. 
y*^, the? Maid off 

Orleans 1 /&/*. 6. 

— 5— raifeth Friends, ibid, 
—taken; Prifoner. ibid. 
— condemned to 

be burned. ibid. 

yaw* s I. King, pro- 
phetically defcrib'd 

by Cranyrer. Hen. 8. 

JW/0 fyinano, his 

Character. »?*/. 2*7*. 

L." 

j^^&ing, icho- f 

leric, fickle, mad, 
miferable. IK. Lear. 

Lipidus's CJharadler by 

Antony. »3V» Cafar, 

■■ T fyy fyfnpey. '. {Ant.andCleo. 
*R * 



Voi Page Perfon. 



,5, 



77 
H5 



i S 8 
163 
172 

2 5S 
28 8 

390 



Boling. 
K.Hen. 



Ver. 

Ver. 
K. Hen. 
Cant. 



398 
4<*4 



3g? 



7 
•80 
III 



8 9j:i 



3 Gr/tf . 



^HLwtv 



I N D E X. 



M. 
JLfOrtimcr. • 

Margaret, Henry 
6th's Qu een,en rag'd 
with her own mife 
ries,exultsatothers. 
Moor, Mr TJjcmas. 
Menenius dgrippa> his 
Fable or the Belly 
and i- imbs. , 

— his C hara&er by 
himfelf. 

— his I hara&er of 
Cariclanus. 

Mac bet b 9 his Bravery 
in Battle. 

— hath his Grsatnefs 
foretoldby Witches. 

— the confiidl of his 
Mind when he firft 
intended to kill tha 
King. 

— his Temper de- 
ft, ribed by his Lady 

Macbeth, Lady, re- 
folves onmurdering 
the King, and en- 
courages Macbeth. 

—he daggers in his 
Refofution, and is 
confirmed again by. 
his Wife. 

— hisSoliloquy before 
he kills the Kin^ 
and horror after, 

— meditates Banquets 
Death, and em 
ploys murderers. 

Banquets Ghofl 
' appears to him 



Play, 
Hettk 4. 



Richard 3 . 
Hen. 8. 



Coricl 9 
ibid, 
ibid. 
Macbeth. 



Vol 

4 



5 



Page 



PerfoiK 



368 



WoL 



374 



400 Men. 

432 

286 



291 



302 
303 



300 



303 



302 



3*7 



Mac bet b } 



r !* D, E X. 



HFm&eth, cdrifuifs the 
Witches again. 

•—bis Character by 
Malcolm. 

diflra&ed; with 

horror. 

— defpairs on hear 
ing the Englffi ad 
vance againft him. 

—told of his Lady's 
Death. 

— flain by Macduff. 

N. 

JSJOrthumberlancTs 
grief Tor Hot/fair, 

O. 

QfyWsMufick,. 
item. 

dJcJavius Qafar, has 
interview wither*- 
tus and Qqflius. 

[for the reft, <vid. An 
tony and Cleopatra, 



Play. 

Mac bet k. 



Vol 

6 



PErcy, Harry, Mot 

—item, 
—item, 
—his Death.. 

Character, by 

Lady Percy. 
Portia, a Romas Lady 

of aa heroic Spirit, 

W. Brutus. 



jyicharA ?the Second, 
xx his ill Conduct 



2 Him 4. 



Hen. 8. 
2 Gen. Ver. 



Jul. C«/*r. 



Page } Perfon* 
337 

346 

• 362 



3 6 3 

362 
3 6 7 



Hin.A. 
ibid, 
ibid. 
2 Hen/ 4. 

ibid. 



-item.. 



Richard 2+ ~ 
'ibid. 

* 5 



189 



5 349 $**g* 



\ • *9+ 
74 



North*- 






: I .-3vli)t 

^3 winnow. 

!S ? 94f^f&*.>d~ 
147, K»[ JfafoH 

i?9 Alfow , 



*1.4 






\ ^ 



.^fittunt.. 



yG aunt , 



"R*&< 



INDEX. 



Richard the Second, 
his ill Conduct. 

— item. ' 

Richard U his Cha- 
racter. 

Richard 1 1 1. ambiti- 
ous, brave, diflem 
bling, cruel, unfor- 
tunate. 

—his Birth prodi 
gious. 

* his Perfon and 
Manners defcribed 
by Q. Margaret, 

——defcribed by his 
Mother, the D. of 
York. 

5. 

gAlifiuryh Death, 

and Character. 
Suffolk, proud, falfe, 

enterprizing. 
— ~his Death. 



Play. 
Richard 2. 
1 Hen. 4. 

K. John. 

!3 Hen. 6. 
and 
Rich. 3 . 

3 Hen. 6. 



Richard 3. 



ibid. 



! Hen. 6. 

2 Hen. 6. 
ibid. 



^f Allot, When Prifo 

ner in France. 
— flain with his Son. 
Tirrel, James. 
Timon of Athens, beg- 
gared by Flatterers. 



*— hislaft entertain- 
ment for the Para- 
sites. 

— retires and ihakes 
off humanity. 

•—digging for Roots, 
tnds Gojd. 



1 Hen. 6. 
ibid. 
Richard $. 



Timsn. 
ibid. 

ibid. 



1 



Vol 

4 



Perfdn, 



Page 
3 i 



355 



187 



Baft. 



K.Hen. 



zi^ 



274 Dutch. 



406 
68 



405 

4*7 
266 

\ l H 

139 

162 
168 
170 



TaL 



Tat. 

Ragc^ 

Apem. 
Fla<v~ 
Sen. 



Timffi) 



£ 



N 



biades, excites hhn 
to cruekv^ 
— -pinch'a with Hun- } 
gerjr his reflections 
on Uie'Eartti. 

— compares himfelf 
with Apsmantus, 

— he gives Gold and 

encouragement to 

theJThieves. 
— vifited by his ho 

neft Steward. * 
—by the Poet and 

Painter . $ 
——by th<e Senators, 

entreating hini to 

command againft 

Alcibiades. 
—his Ij>eath and 

Epitap^ 

V. 

JfOlumniQ,% Mother 
of an heroic Spirit, 

— inftru&s Corio- 
lanns to addrefs the 

—diverts Mm from 
deftroying Rome, 

Valeria? $ Chaftity 
praifed byjier Huf- 
band. 



Jp.Incbe/l*,, C^rdi- 
naAs,\Beaufort's 
Character. 
■ " h is Death. 






* 



CorioJ. 



ibid. 



ibid. 



i Hen. 6. 
2 Hen. 6. 



Vol 


Page 


6 


170 


i 


: '75 




179 




184 




**6 


»■- 


188 




192 




200 




j 




'« - f '"> 




382 




434 






•' 


' M 


r 


4J* 


4 
5 


% 



Perforu 



~u 



R 6 



$F<Hr*t»\sk.> 



INDEX. 



Warwick* brave bat 

• inconftaot. 

Wolfey* Gtedinal, his 

Chara&er by Nor 

folk. Sec. 
— his Power over the 

King, 
—upbraided by Q. 

Catherine. 
—his Reflection on 

his fall. v 

—his Death related, 

'and mixed Char 

rafter., 

Y. 

7^0£#,Archbi(hop 

4 of. 

fflri,D. of,enterpriz- 
*ng> valiant, unfor- 
tunate. 



INDEX of Manners, 
Paflions, and their 
external EfFe&s, 

N. B. The Names of the 
fielUiein Per/onto whom 
theft Ckar after s are ap- 
flicd, are annexed in an 
Alphabetical Index en- 
>/*£.. Yfc;kff. 3 

A.. 

A LLY*aperffeioui> 
one, inJlurgundy* 
Ambition. 

— covered with, ipe- 
i&ds, humility. 



Play. 
2, 3 Hen. 6. 



Vol 
5 



Hen. 8, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid* 

ibid. 

t Hett. 4* 
l>iHen. 6. 



Page] 

I 
307 

m 
343 
367 

375 

t 93 ! 



I Hen. 6. 
Men. 8. 

Jul. Cafar. 



4 

5 



Perfefi. 



Norfl 



Grif; Cath^ 



Mort. 



439 

369 

*5 



Brut. 



Ally* 



AIIy,je 
aefsfi 



N D E 

Play, 
yr, jealous of a fuc- 
fsful Friend. Jnt.zndCIeo. 
Ambitious Woman in 

Eleanor. \z Hen. 6 

Anger, in the D. of 

Buckingham. Hen. 8 

— its external Effects 

painted. ibid. 

Afflidlion. Temp. 

Admiration. ibid* 

Atheiftical hardened 

Villain, <oid. Bar* 

nardine* 
Avarice and Cruelty, 

mid Shykck.VoL 2 

Mer. of Ven* 

B. 

T3Mhop, true to his 

Sovereign , Carlijle. Richard 2 . 
-a Rebel, York. 1 Hen. 4. 
Boafters, the Dauphin, 

&c. Hen.z>. 

Boafter, the Ballard. K. John. 
— defcribed. ibid. 



r^Ourtkr { a bold 

plain - dealing ) 

Gaunt. 

—Kent. 

— -an accomplifhed 
one, *uid. Bucking- 
ham , Hen, 8 

^*unQ\\v>QlouceJi€r i . 
to Lady Anne. 

-— honourable, in- 
joined by a Kather. 

—defcribed* 



Vol 
7 
5 



Richard 2. 
K. Lear. 



Richard $. 

Temp. 
Mid/. N. Dr. 



Page 
139 



13 

309 

363J/W. 
63 Art*. 
68 Pro. 



336 
368 



200 



Perfon- 
/Ten. 



Gle. 



&olEge. 



Cogr 



1 N W E X. 



Courtfhip, a beautiful 
Scene betwixt Ro- 
meo and Juliet, 

Couafellor* an honefl 
one, *uid. Gonzalo, 

Child, the Duty it 
owes a Father. 

Country Squire . in 
Slender. 

Chaftity fcandalized 
beautifully painted 
in Hero. 

Chaftity, <ol4* Valeria. 

Courage in old Men 

Courage. t 

— different -, Notions 
of it in a Senator, 
and a General. 

Care, in a Merchant. 

Conftancy.* 

b. 

T\ Aughters undpti- 

ful,in (?^m/and 

Regan, 

Daughter, dutiful, in 
Cordelia, 

Defpair, in the Ago- 
nies of Death. Car- 
dinal Beaufort 

—of Pardon. 



Play. 
Rom.zndJuL 

Mid/. N. D. 
M.W.oWin. 

M.J.ab.Not, 

MA.ab.Not 
Tarn. o/Scc. 



Envy. 



F. 



T?Ear, ariiing from an 
expe&edEvil. 

Father, ah unnatural, 
in York. 



Timon. 
Mer. of Fen. 
Ant.&ndCleo. 



K. Lear. 
Jbid. 



2 Hen. 6. 
WtnU rale. 



8 



Henry 8. 

2 Hen. 4. 
Ricbard 1. 



5 



Page. 
8c 



?****- 



The. 



SA 
37 2 



161 

89 
*°7 



6a 

286 



tton. AhK 
Pet. 



1 Sen. Ale. 
Sal. Sol. 
Chop. 



Pau. 



36; mi. 



i8 s 
7S 



North* 
^Father** 



INDEX. 



Father's paflion on the 

ill Conduct of 

Daughter. 
— fondnefs for his 

Child. 
French- Quack's Airs, 

in Dr. Gains. 
Fury. 

G. 

/"jRavity affected, to 
be thought Wife. 
Grief, 
—its Nature to mul 

tipiy affliaionsi 
— beautifully defcri 

bed in Cordelia. 
—at parting of Lo 

vers, Q^Marg. and 

Suffolk. ' 
— a Mother's for her 

Son murder'd 
—wrought* to Rage 

in Q^Margaret, 
•—a Father's (an Old 

General]) for his 

Sons aqdDaughter. 
— a virtuous Wife's, 

wrong'd by her 

Hufband. 
—a Hufband's on the 

murder of his Wift 

and Children. » 
— a valiant Father'.' 

for theDeath of a 

brave Son. 



H. 



H Ope. 



-item. 



Play. 

M.J ah Not, 

Wint Tale. 

M.fT.oiWin 
Jnt.SLtidC/eo, 



Mer.ofFen. 
Richard 2. 

ibid. 

K Lear. 



1 Hen 6. 
3 Hen. 6. 
Richard 3. 

Tit. Andro. 

Cymbel. 



Macbeth. 

ibid. 

Richard 2. 
Richard 3. 



Vol 



Page 
5 57 

252 



167 



13 



Perfont 
> Leon. 
Leo. PoL- 

Eno. 



33 
*5 



6c 
1 

211: 



2 f O Tit. 



Gra. 
Dutch, 



Bufty.. 
Genu 



84 <& 



ueen. 



274 



35 : 



367 



34 
288 



Ttnog. 



Macd. 



Situ. 



Rich. 

Hotels, 



INDEX. 





Play. 


Vol 


Page 


Hoftefs, Quickly. 


t Hen, 4. 


4 




Highwayman, Gads- 








bill. 


1 Hen, 4. 






Horror, its outward 








effea*. 


Henry 8. 


5 


359 


— rais'd in the Cha- 








racters of Aaron, 








Tamom, and Satur- 


; 






ninus. 

I. 

TUiHcet, Country, 
J Sbajlow tndSilence. 


Titus. Andro. 


6 




: 






z Hem 4. 


4 




Jnconftaacy. 


1 Gent. Ker. 


1 


214 


Jealoufy, in "Ford. 


M.W.oWin. 






—the rife and growth 








of it chara&er'd in 








Leontes. 


Wint. Tale. 


5 




—item. 


Tro.&ndCre/l 


1 


44i 


—in P oft humus* 


Cymbel. 




256 


— the motives, 








growth, and fatal 








eiFefts of it admi- 








rably mewed in 








Othello. 


QfheUo. 


8 




Joy, exce&produceth 








Te<rs. 


M.JLab.Not. 


2 


6 


Ingratitude, in Lucul- 
lus, Lucius, Sempro- 




! 










nius. 


Timon* 


6 


14P 


K. 








RING, of rain ill 
* Condua, Rich. 2. 








Richard 2. 


4 




— wife and valiant, 








Henry 4. 


! SczHen.4. 




' 


•—weak, cholerick, 








miserable, Lear. 


Lear. 


6' 




— meek, religious, 








unfortunate in Hen- 








ry 6. 


J 9 2 9 ^Hets.6 


^5* 





P#rfim. 



A&K. 



P«7*. 



A«**' 



King 



INDEX. 



norous,brave, 
fsful, in Ed- 

'4. 

crafty, cruel, 
ftbUng,inJfc 

'3- 

ive, religious, 

late, in Hen 



Play. 
3 Hen. 6. 

Richard y 

ibid. 



L, 

',exprefl*edby 
ldier. 

J>U3. 

fled by Ri- 
f j. 

firft Motions 
& dby Hen. % 
4nm Bullen. 
iiranda and 
nand. 

-rofles 9f it. 
>intmeiit pro 



I. 

iture, 

tn $0 enkindle 

le Queen of 

js, beautifully 

indd. 

i over. 

*ed to aver- 

mended and 
aifed. 
ird and dia- 
ling. 
Is all other 
ns 
riginal. 



Vol 

5 



Hen. £. 
) Hen 6. 

Richard 3. 



Tempeft. 
Mid/N.Dr. 



ibid, 
ibid. 

bid. 



ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid. 

2 Gent, Ver. 

ibid, 

Mer. of Fen 
As you like it, 



Page 



377 
152 

281 



20 



84 

S6 
95 



109 
130 

103 
l 5 2 

132 

327 



Perfom 



K. Hen. 
War. 



Lyf.Her. 

Her. 
Hel 

OK 



S>ueen. 
Bern. 

Ly/. 

VaL Pro. 

7* 



Por. 
Rofa. 



Love. 



I N 

love, its feveral Of- 
fices. 

—all other paflions 
loft in it. 

~ — at firft fight 

»■ in Man and Wo- 
man, compared. 

— concealed, beau- 

k tifully painted 

—in a young brave 
General 4 

constancy in, 
protefted. 

—quitted by a Sol- 
dier. 

—its qualities. 

—impatient of delay. 

-< — item, 
—impatient of ab- 

fence. 
Luft. 
—in a grave Mi- 

nifler of State. 

M. 

A^Adnefs, real in 
^Lear, counterfeit 
in Edgar. 
Melancholy, 
—feveral kinds of it 
Mother, lamenting 
her Sons. 
item. > 
Murderer, in Ext on 

P. 

pEdantry,in3iri/«££ 

Evans* \ 

—in Armado, Nolo 

f ernes, Nathaniel. 



D E X. 



Play. 
As you like it. 

Twel. Night, 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 
YroM&Cref. 



Rom.&ndjul. 



Otbelh. 
M.W.oiWin. 

MeaSoxMea. 



fc. Lear. 
Com. of Er 
As you like it. 

Richard 3 . 
ibid. 
Richard 2. 



M.fT.oiWiJ 
Rove's L.loft* 



Vol 
2 



Page 
337 

105 

I2C 

133 



347 
402 

*3 
I 47 

up 



Perfon- 
Sil. 

Duke. 

on. 

Duk. Vie. 

Vio. 

Tro. 

Tr. and Cr, 

Rat. t 

Rom. 

Jul. 

Er.it 

Jul. 



3 2 9 

5 33^ 

I338 



*3 2 
3* 

229 

271 
86 



Biaru 
Song. 

^Ang. 



Abb. 
Jaques*. 

Dutch. 

Queen. 



Prince 



1 

iPrinces young and va- 
liant, P. Henry and 
Lancafter. 

Prophetefs, in Joan of 
Orleans, 

Pride. 

D AGE, arifingfrom 
Grief, vid. Nor- 
thumberland. 

— arifing in a Father 
from the undu tifu I 
nefsofhisChildren. 

—in a Son for the 
murder of his Fa- 
ther, in Richard. 

Rebel, crafty and ti- 
morous, Northum- 
berland. < 

— c rafty* and reiblu te, 
IVeftmovftind. 

— brave and indif 
creet^ Hat/pur. 

Revenge, implacable. 

S. 

CUperftition, inGlen- 

dower^. 
Cillery tenderly affec 
tionate, *vid t Ifabel. 

V. 

\7 niainVfalfe,crafty, 
bold, defcrib'd in 

Edmund, 
—the murderers of 

Clarence. 
Virtuous feverity of 

Mind. 



N D 

Play. 
xzxidiHen 4. 



1 Hen. 6. 
Tro.&ndCref. 



E X. 



Vol 



K. Lear. 



[ and z/iiw.f- 

bid. 

ibid. 

Mer. of Fen. 

1 Hen. 4. 



K. Lear . 
Richard 3. 
Mea. for Me a 



Page 



398 

406 



Perfon. 



Wlyf. 



in 



{: 



« + 6 
5° 



Ant. 
Gra. 



218 



32' 



WIFE, 



INDEX. 



W. 



\yiFE t lamenting 

her Hufband. 
* a good one. <vid. 

Catharine, Queen 

to Henry 8. 
—complaining of the 

unkindnefs of her 

Hufband 
— the ill effects of* her 

Jealoufy. 
—complaining of be- 
ing fbrfaken by her 

Hufband. 
Womankind, their 

Nature, 
—item. 



Play. 



Richard 3. 



Com. ofEr. 
ibid. 



Macbeth. 

zCent.Ver. 
Mea. for Mea. 



SECT. nr. 

INDEX of fictitious 
Perfons, with the 
Characters afcribed 
to them. 

A. 

AfR<viragus,vid.Gui' 
derius. 
Antbonio, a cruel, falfe, 

ufurping Brother. 
Angeh) a fevere new. 

Governor. 
Adriana, a peevifh 

jealous Wife. " 
Antkonio, a Friend. 
Adam, a grateful old 

Servant. 
Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, 

a foolifh cowardly 

Xnight* 



Tempeft. 

Mea. for Mea. 

Com. of 2sV\ 
Mer.ofFen. 

As you like it. 



Vol 



T<weif.Night\ 3 



Page 



Pcribn.- 



229 Queen. 



» 196 

^2CO 
232 



34 : 
342 



]Adr. 

Abb. 

L. MacL 
Ifah 



Aft 



I N D E 



xntusi a Cynic. 


Plajr. J 
Timon* 


6 


B. 


/ 




nardine, an A* 
riflical harden'd 
etch. 

'ic&jBeatrice, two 
irical Wits. 
'iusj fortitude in 
grace. 


Mea.forMea. 
M.J.ab.Not. 
Cymbeline, 


i 

2 

7 


C. 






ban, a Say age 

an. 

, or the Country, 

n, 

item. 

i, Infolence and 

"y- 

iiusy Blood, In- 
,andUfurpatio^. 
da, a Mils. 


Tempeft* 

ibid. 

As you like it, 

TweJ. Night, 

Cyntbeline, 

Hamlet, 
TroAndCref. 


i 

2 

3 

7 

8 
7 


D. 


% 




fdemona % Beauty 
nd Innocence fa- 
fic'd to jealoufy. 
rmona's iCharaf- 


Qtyello, 


& 


item. * j 


\ 




item. 


1 . 




item. 






item. j 






item. 






item. 


' 1 




E. : 






mund, a crafty 3 
lfe, enterprising 
tUain. 


IK, Lear, 


6 



X. 

Page 



$68 



Pexfoiu 



»7- 
55 



261 
267 
283 
292 
302 
336 
361 



Bra. 

idem. 

id. & Jap. 
7fg$. 
Oth, 
idem. 



%&**». 



Egeyj, a cruel morofe 
Father. 

F. 

TRAlftaff, Sir Jokn,rt- 
folves on an in- 
trigue with Mrs. 
Ford % 2LTL$Mts. Page, 

. his Billet Doux. 

•—fettles an Affig- 
nation with Mrs. 
Quickly. 

•—his Difcovery of 
itto/W,difguis'd 
like Brook. 

—his firft addrefs to 
Mrs. Ford. 

— furpriz'd, and es- 
capes in a Bafket 

— 'his Account of 
his being thrown 
into the Thames. 

— another Affignation 
with Mrs Quickly. 

—makes a full rela- 
tion to Ford of his 
former difappoint- 
ment. 

—meets with Mrs. 
Ford, and is again 
furpriz'd. 

— efcapes undifco- 
ver'din the difguife 
of an Old Woman. 

——-his Soliloquy on 
this Occafion. 

—a Third Meeting 
fettled with Mrs. 
Quickly. 



N D I 


•^ 


X. 


Play. 
Mid/. N. Dr. 


Vol 


Page 


MW.oSfVin. 




222 
228 

237 

242 
252 

2 55 
261 

263 
267 






272 
279 

. 282 



Per/bn. 



.F.ijfifiJ 



INDEX. 



iFalftaf, Sir John, re 
lates to Fordhis late 

difappointment 
—meets Mrs. Fori 

in Wind/or Park. 

— furprized, and 
feized by Mr. Ford. 

—his courfe of Life 

defcribed by Prince 

Henry, 
—concerts a" Rob- 

berywiththePrmce 
his Horfe taken 

from him in the 

Adventure. 
— infults the Prinoe 

to conceal his own 

Cowardife. 

— perfonates the 
King, to chide Pr, 
Henry. 

— the Tavern BUI 

found in hisPockejt. 
——his Rallery cin 

Jiardolfs red Nofe. 
—his Quarrels with 

the Hoftefs. 
, m h is Defcription 

of his new-rais'd 

Company. 
*— his iJefcription of 

Honour. 

his Behaviour 

in the Battle at 

Sbre*wjhury. 
—wounds Percy after 

he was dead, and 

affumes the Merit 

*>f killing him. 



Play. 



M.W.tfmn. 



I Hen. 4* 



Vol 



Page 



292 
295 
298 



95 
99 



116 



126 



133 
'37 
150 

'5« 



159 

170 

ti 7 8 



180 



Perfon.. 



Fofaf, 



i 



I N D E X. 



FalJUJ^xt 7^«»railsj Play. 

at iiis Page, the 

Prince and tfoe 

Mercer. z Hen. 4* 

—reprimanded by 

the Chief Juflice. 
— arretted by Mrs! 

S£uicklj. 
—pleads before the 

Chiefjuftice. 
—pacifies MrsQuickfy, 

and borrows more 

Money. 
— — his Letter to the 

Prince* 
••——treats Doll Tear- 

fleet. 
* revenges her 

Quarrel on PiJloL 
— furprized with her 
by the Prince whilft 
he was railing at him 
— inlifts Soldiers be- 
fore Juftice .&W/01V. 
his Character of 

the Juftice. 
•— takes Cok'vile 

Prifonen 
—his Encomium on 

theVirtuesofSack 
——his Character of 
. Juftice Shallow and 

his Family. , 
—receives News of 

Henry 4th hisDeath 
•-~prefents hunfelf 

to Henry 5. 
—reprimanded by 

the King* and or- 
dered to fajFJeet 



Vol 


Page 


4 


194 




195 




20 5 




zo6 




208 




213 




2«7 




223 




224 




234 




239 




251 




*53 




266 




2 75 




278 




278 



F*lfiaJ 



I N D E 


X. 




Falftaff, Sir John, an Play. Vol 


Page 


Perfon 


Account of his 










Sicknefs. 


Henry 5 . 


4- 


30c 


Hofi. 


— of his Death. 






312 




Fluellen, ftout and 










cholerick. 


ibid. 


- 






Fforizel, conftant in 










Love. 


Wint. Tale. 


3 






Flavins, a frugal ho- 










ne ft Steward. 


Timon. 


6 






Fairies. 


Rom.smdjul 


8 


2 


Mer* 


Irian 


ibid. 








G. 










QAdJhilU a High- 


1 Hen. 4. 








wayman. 


4 


"4 




Go<wer 9 a good Officer. 


Hen. 5. 








Qonza/o, an honed 










Counfellor. 


Tempeft* 


1 






Guiderius t and Ar>vi- 










rtfgw , n ati veR oy al- 










ty exerting itfelf in 










a low favage Life. 


Cymbeline. 


7 






Grave-digger. 


Hamlet. 


3 






H. 










TJErmia, conftant in 
" Love. 








- 


Mid/. N. Dr. 


1 




•-... 


Hero, Innocence fcan- 










daliz'd. 


M.J.ab.Not. 


2 






Hermione, wrong'd In- 










nocence. 


Wint. Tale. 


3 






Hamlet, an accom- 










plilh'dyoungPrince 










unfortunate. 


Hamlet. 


8 






— his Soliloquy on hij> 










Mother's Marriage 










with his Uncle. 






113 


Ham. 


fees and converfes 










with his Father's 










Ghoft. 


■ 




126 




Vol. VIII. 


S 






Ha 



INDEX. 



Hamlet addrefles him- 
felf to Ophelia as a 
diftra&ed 1'erfon 

- converfes with 
Polonius. 

with Rofincrantx 
and Guildenftern, 

- his Soliloquy a- 
bout his own Delay 
to revenge his Fa- 
ther's Murder. 

- his Soliloquy 
whilfthe meditated 
Self-murder, inter- 
rupted by Ophelia. 

« his Chara&er by 
Ophelia. 

—his Advice to the 
Players about pro 
nunciation and ac- 
tion. 

— — profefleth his 
Friendfhip to Hora- 
tia, with a Detefta 
tion of Flattery. 

— difcovers the King's 
Guilt by the Play. 

—.banters theMef- 
fengers the K. and 
Orient to him. 

—debates with himielf 
whether he mould 
kill the King at his 
Prayers. 

— — - upbraids the Qu . 
with her Guilt, 
when the Ghofl 
appears again to 
him. 



Play. 
Hamlet. 



Vol 


Page 


8 


'39 




148 




150 




159 




163 




168 




169 




17c 




178 




180 




187 




192 



Terfon. 



Hamlet, 



i 



INDEX. 



Hamlet^ examined by 


Play. 


Vol 


Page 


the King, banters 








him, and is ordered 








to go to England. 
—blames his own 


Hamlet. 


8 


201 








Ina&ivity. 






2O4 


—— converfeth with 








the Grave-maker, 








and moralizeth on 








the Sculls. 






223 


■ ■ fights with Laer- 








tes in the Grave. 






228 


« rel ates to Horatio 








the King's Order 


, 






to have him put to 
death in England. 












*3 * 


—-banters a Fop who 








brought a Chal- 








lenge from Laertes, 








and accepts if. 






*34 


— ziksLaertes' pardon 








before they fight 








for his former Raih- 








nefs* 






231 


kills Laertes, the 








King, and dies 








himfelf. 






242 


Horatio, a fine Cha- 






; 


racter of Friendihip . 
I. 

JR IS, or the Rain- 
bow. 


ibid. 












Tempeft. 


I 


54 


Juno, the Bleflings oi 








Marriage. 


ibid. 




56 


Ifabel, a Sifter tender- 








ly affectionate. 


MeaJfoxMea* 






Don John, an envious 


| 




melancholyVillain 


M.A.ab.Not 

S 2 


V 





Perfon, 



*^o^x\ 



r N D E X. 



Jaquts, ^mdritictiofy 

Satirical Chara&er. 
Imogen, Diftfefs in a 

beautiful jlnnocent 

Wife. 
Juliet ', beautiful, con 

ftant, and unfortu 

nate in L<>ve. 
Ia%o, a coitfummate 

Villain. 

K; 

Katharine, a Shrew. 

L* 

T Aunce, a Clown. 
Zw/'f, 4 half-wit 

ted Rakel ' 
Leonato, a brave bid 

Man, ancl a tender 

Father. ' 
Leontes, extremely jea- 
lous. 
Lavima ) beo.u tifal ,in 

nocent, and greatly 

unfortunate. 
Laertes, the Duties of 

a Son and a Brother. 

m. : i 

TLflrandA beautiful 

and intldcent. 
MorockiusffiMoor) his 
PerfonanicLifanriers 
Malv.lio, & fantaftical 
Steward. 



Mercutio, 
fome. 



■•hW e - 



'qua; 



irel- 






Play. 
As yen like it. 

Cymkeline. 

Rom.axi&Jul. 
Othello. 

Tapi.oftbcSb. 

2 £**. fj?r. 

Mea.forMea. 

MA.ab.Not. 
Wint. Tale. 

Titus Andr. 
Hamlet. 

Tempeft. 
Mtr. o/Ven. 
Tnvel. Night. 
Rm.an&Jd 

ibid. 



Vol 

2 


Page 


7 




8 




2 


■• 


2 




3 




6 




8 




i 




2 


104 


3 




8 





Perfon. 



Mot\ 



\\ \ 



Orlandc 



N D 

Play. 



E *. 



(VoH 



1o, a younger 

her negletted 

e Elder. 

, Beauty and 

ence* diftracl 

:h Calamities. 

his Service of 

rtance to the 

own'dby lago. 

ns himfelf of 

ilDefcent, and 

j the fole mo- 

>f his marrying 

'emona. 

•d and infulted 

er Father. 

:cufed by him 

rexheDuke, he 

:es the whole 

;refs of his A- 

ir. 

bribed by lago 

:empereaf> and 

ulous. 

tis meeting at 

rus with Defde- 

a. 

lago begins to 

k him up to 

loufy. 

Soliloquy after 

lisjealpufycon- 
i'd, a joeautiful 
;ne. \ 

s Defdemona lor 

Handkerchief, 

,$,. the virtues ofl 



\syou 



like it. 



Hamlet. 



Othello, 



:V r 'f!rJl 



*57 

266 

279 
287 

3°9 
3H 

3*7 



\ \ ^^k 



I N D E X. 



Othello, his Paflion Play. 

work'd up by lago 

till he falls in 

trance. Othello. 
liftensto Caj/to's 

diicourfe with lago. 
•~— wrought up to 

Fury, he refolves 

to murder Defdemo- 

na and Cajfio. 
— ftrikes Defdemona, 

— examines her and 
JBmilia. 

— kills Defdemona. 

— his bitter remorfe 
after. 

—he kills himfelf. 



p Oft humusy fond and 
jealous. 

Projpero, a Magician 

ProtbeuSy falfe to his 
Friendand Miftrefs 

Parclles, a lying cow- 
ardly Captain. 

PandarusyZlle'Biiwd. 

6) Ukklj, a Bawd. C 

Queen, ambition, cru- 
elty and falfehood 

R. 

JDO/alind, beautiful 

and witty. As you like it. 

PUmeo , paffionately 
tender, and unfor- 
tunate in Love. .Rom.axi&Jul. 



Qymbeline. 
Tempeft. 

2 Gent. Ver. 

JlPsnvell 9 8cc 
Tro.HTi&Cref. 



ikw^Win. 
i and. /An. 4. 

Cymbeline. 



Vol 


Page 


8 


33° 




334 




337 
33a 


k 


34i 
360 


7 

1 




3 

7 




1 




4 




7 






'- ' : 


i 




8 





Perfon. 



Syeirax 



INDEX. 



K?Ycorax^ a Witch. 
Silvia, beautiful 

and con ft ant. 
Sbylock, a Jew, cruel 

and covetous. 



cfRurio, a rich fimple 
Pretender to Love, 

Sir Toby Belch, a Sot. 

Titus Andronicus, a 
brave Soldier and 
unfortunate Father. 

Ttwtwst, vid> Horror. 

Tk*vfins> Envy and 
Calumny, 



Play. 
Tetnj>eft. 

1 Gent. Ver. 
Men ofVen. 

2 Gent. Ver. 
T<wel. Night. 

Titus And? 

TrtM&Crij 



SECT. IV. 

In dbx of Thoughts, 
or Sentiments. 

A. 

A Strologyridiculed 

*^ Actions to be car. 
ritd on with Refo- 
lution. 

Authority, the ill pri 
vileges of it. 

Adveriity, the Ad- 
vantages of it. 

B. 

T^Aniftiment, ( in 

Mowbray, ba- 

nilhed.) 



Vol Page 



K. Lear, 

Hen, 8, 
MeaSorMea 
As you like it 



Rkkad 2 



Perfoiu 



3 l 5 
333 
*8 S 



mi..- 

JfaU 

Duke Sen* 



1 8 Mowbray* 



*I 



N D E X. 



fiaiuihmejit, comfort- Play. 

cd^x^.j _ Richard 2. 

Baftargy> [defended. K. Lear. 



C. 
/^Ontcnt in a private 

Crown, the pleafure 
of wearing one 

Confidence. 

— item. 

Calumny, unavoida- 
ble. 

Ceremony 

Changes, in friendihip 
and hate, 

Confpiracy, dreadful 
till executed. 

Cowards die often 

Conduct in War, fu- 
perior to Action. 

Chriftmatt 'how the 
time is reverenced. 

Courtfhip, advice to 
young Ladies how 
it ihould be admit 
tecL* ■', 

C uckoldsfliake them-| 
felve^ / 

^YingAfprds, their 

force. 
Day, happjr, 
— uri torciriiate. 
Death invoiced. 
Doubt and Delay; 



too much ti ailed byj 



2 Hen. 6. 

3 Hen. 6. 
Richard i. 
ibid. 

MeaSorMea. 
^timon. 

Ccriolanus. 

Jul. Cafar. 
bid. 

Trc.zndCref. 

Hamlet. 



ibid. 
Othello. 



"Richard 2. 
K. John. \ 

'ibid. j 
ibid. 

Richard i. 



4.S31D 



«k 



Hen. 8. 



Vol 

4 
6 


Page 

21 

l 5 


S 


■*5 




I JC 




219 
294 


I 
6 


358 
»3* 




45» 


7 


*4 
3-' 




36C 


8 


109 




5 i»9 

( 122 




351 


4' 


24 


3 


37< 


5 


39° 
27c 




33 r- 



-■ Pcrfon. 
Gaunt* 
Bnjt. 



Iden. 

Rich. 
2 Vil. 
K. Rich. 

Duke. 



Ccr. 

Brut. 
C<tJ. 

Ulyjf. 

Mar. 



Laer.Po 
JEtnil. 



Gaunt. 
\ K.PhiL 
\ Conft. 
Conft. 
K. Rich. 



Dt 



f N D E X. 



fiuty exprefled with 
iimplicity accept- 
able. ' 

t>eath,theterrorsofjt 

the defire of lov'd 

obje&s heightened 
by it. 

a neceflaryend, 
and mould not be 
feare4. 

Delights, violent, not 
latting. 

Drunkenneft, an un 
manly vice^ < 

E. 

gClipfes, their' in- 
fluence. 



Play. 

Mid/.N.Dr, 
Mea.forMca 



M.A.ab.N.^ 

Jul. Cafar. 
Rom.andJul 
Othello. 



K» Lear. 



p Action, how to be 

carried On. \\Hen. 4. 

——item. « ibid. . 

Favourites of Princes, 

wretched* Hen. 8. 

Friendflup, none ob- 

ferved in Love. A{>A.ab.Not. 
Fruition more languid 

than Expectation. Mer. of Fen. 
Fortune. ibid. 

Friendship grounded 

on fntereft changed 

with Fortune. Timon. 

Fly, reflections on the 

killing one. Tit. Andron. 

G. 

QOOD tobedrawr, 

out of £vil< 
Great Men, their Fa- J 

vours uncertain. \Ricbard 3. 



Vol 
1 



Page 
348 



Hen. 5. 



61 



34 
49 

:3°9 



18 

156 
168 

3 6 7 
22 

116 
"54 

167 
24; 



Perfon. 

The/. 
Claud. 



Friar. 



C«f. 
Fri. 



Glo. 



War. 
K.Htn. 

mi. 

Claud. 

Sal. Gra, 
Ant. 

Ser. 

Tit. 



34 2 
ay. 



K.fftH. 



^te 



I N D E X. 



Play. Vol 

MeaSotMea. 

Timon. 

ibid. 

ibid. 



Greatnefs, fubjcft to 

Cenfure. 
Gold, its power over 

Man. 

« item. 

——item. 
Greataefs meets with 

Contempt when* it 

declines. Tro.&ndCref. 

Gold, its power. Cymbeline. 
—item. Ram.vndjul. 

Grief , immoderate 

difcommepdfed. Hamlet. 

H. 

TJONOUR, Man'; 

greateft l'reafuie. Richard z. 

Holy War. i Hen. 4. 

Honour. ibid. 

— defcribed. ' ibid. 

— — n ew - made de- 
fcribed. K. John. 

—ought to be con- 
ferred on Merit 
only. Men of Ven, 

—due to perfonal 

Virtue,nottoBirtfi. AlV swell, &c. 

*■■ »- continued afts 
neceffary to pce- 
ferve its luitre. Tro.andCref. 

Hypocrify. Hamlet 

I. 



JNgratitude. 

Innocence. 
Im agination, (irongin 

Lovers, Poets, aod 

Madmen* 



K. Lear. 
zHen.6. 



Mid/. N.Dr. 



Page 

3'>3 

173 
186 

,0 3 



407 

249 

88 

112 



'•King* 



11 

92 

109 

170 

3V 



**3 
38 



409 

162 



28 
*34 



Per (on. 

Duke. 

Tim. 
idem* 
idem-. 



Achih 

Qlot. 

Rom. 



M'&io&ray* 
K;. Hen. 
Hot. 
Pah ' 

Bafi. 

Jr. 
King\ 



Vlyfi 
Pol; ' 



Lear. 
K.Hetu 



Thef. . % ' 
Kings* 



INDEX. 



K. 



t£liaga, their Right 

divine, 
——their Miferies 
—item. 

item. 
Kine-killing, deteft- 

L. 

T IFE. 

** the Neceffa- 

ries of it are few. 
— unpleafant. 
— the viciffitudes of 

it. 
—moral reflexions 

on the vanity of it. 
item. 
Libels again ft the 

State. 
Life, thefhortnefs and 

vanity of it. 

- M. 

M AN. 

Marriage. 

Mercy in Governors 
praifed. 

Magiftrate, the Duty 
of one. 

Mufick, different ef- 
fects of it. 

Man'sfuperiorityover 
Woman. 

Mediocrity, the hap 
pieft ftate. 

Mercy. 

Mufick,finely prais'c!. ibid, 



Play. 


Vol 


Richard 2. 
Henry c. 
Richard 3. 
Hen. 8. 


4 
5 


Wint. Tate. 


3 


1 Hen. 4. 


4 


K. Lear. 

K. John. 


6 
3 


Henry 8. 


5 


MeaSorMea. 
As you like it. 


1 

2 


Titus Andr. 


6 


Macbeth. 




K. Lear. 
1 Hen. 6. 


4 


Mea.forMe*. 


1 


ibid. 




ibid. 




Com. of Er. 


3 


Men of Ven. 

ibid. 

ibid. 


2 



Page 



46 K. Rich. 
348 K. Hen. 
ziSBrak. 
337 Anne. 



258 

178 

53 
392 

367 

344 
299 

262 
363 

60 

477 

33 1 



Perfbn# 



Cam. 

Hot. 

Lear. 
Lewis* 

Wol. 

Duke. 

Jaqueu 

Sat. 
Macb. 



K. Lear* 

Suf. 

Ifab. 



$60 Duke. 
36 1 ]idem. 
194 Luc, 



y^Ner. 



S 6 



s2 
I 163 



Per. 
Lor. 



Marrla^ 



I N D E X. 



Marriage alters the 
teim>er ofbothSexes 

Mind, not Drefs, a- 
dorns the Body. 

Melancholy, the pa- 
rent of Error. 

Man, the dignity of 
his Nature. 

O. 

QAths, illegal, not 

obligatory. 
»■ to Princes, little 

val ued by thei r Peo- 

pie. 
Ornament, a fpacious 

delufion. 
Opportunity to be 

feifced on in all 

Affairs. 

P. 

pO\ver,impotenceof 
human. 



Poetry, Hot/pur's con- 
tempt of it. 
Pardons of Popes ri* 

dictated. 
Poetry, prevalent with 

Women. 2 Gent. Ver 

Po we r, ab u fe of i t. Mea.forMea. 
Patience. Com. ofEr. 

the Theory of it 

rarely practicable. 'M.A*ab.Ntt< 
PopuIacc,faclious and 

ftckle. Coriol. 

' Providence dire&spur 

Actions. Hamlet. 

Prefennentjgainedby 

Favour not Merit. Othello. 
Patience. bid* 



Play. 

As.you like it. 

fa. of the Sh. 
Jul. Cafar. 
Hamlet. 

3 Hen. 6. 

ibid. 

Mer. of Fen. 

Jul. Cafar. 



Vol 



Richard 2. 
1 Hen. 4. 
K. John. 



Page J Perfon. 
326 Rofa. 



4*3 

80 

152 



no 

142 

*3' 

7* 

2C 
HI 

379 

194 
333 

«;" 

426 

C231 
( 2 37 

*5 3J 



Pet. 
Mef. 
Ham. 

Rick 

K. Hen. 

BaJT. 

Brut. 

Gaunt. 

Hot. 

K.John. 

Pro. 
Ifab. 
Adr. 

Leon. 

Mar. 

Ham. 



[ago. 



3°'A Ia g° 



^X\<Q&^ 



I 


N D E 


X. 




R. 


Pky. 


Vol 


Page 


PeWbo. 


JD Eligion, of great 










ufe in Rebellion. 


2 Hen. a. 


4 


l 91 


Mort. 


Reputation. 


Othello. 


8 


30c 


> I ago. 


- item. 

S. 
OPeech,haughty,dif- 


ibid. 




3*« 


idem. 










commended. 


i Hen. 4. 


4 


142 


Wor. 


Slander flicks long- 


Com. of Er. 


3 


208 


Bal. 


Speculation moreeafy 










than Practice. 


Mer. of yen. 


2 


95 


Pfr. 


Seafon, necefiary to 










give every thing its 








» 


perfection . 


ibid. 




164 


Par. 


Study, difpraifed. 


Lo*ue'$L.loft. 




"75 


Birtn. 


Solitude, preferred to 










a Court Life. 


As you like it. 




285 


Duke Sen. 


Satire, not to defcend 










to particular Pcr- 










fons. 


ibid. 




297 


Jaques. 


Solitude, a fine De- 










fcription of it. 


Cymbel. 


7 


270 


Bel. 


Slandcrsunavoidable. 

T. 

r PHooghts, ineffec- 
tual to moderate 


ibid. 




2 74 


*if. 


















afflictions* 


Richard 2. 


4 


21 


Baling. 


Thought. 


I Hen. 4. 




178 


Hot. 


Travel, advantage of 






I 1 * 1 

I 16c 


\Val. 
\Ant. 


it. 
— a Father's Advice 


2 Gen. Ver. 


1 


to his Son before 










going. 


Hamlet. 


8 


120, 


Pol. 


X^Jrtue, to be em- 










ployed for the 










Publick. ' L 


Mfa&xMea* 


i 


S°9> 


Quit. 



Nvt\a 



N D E X. 



Virtue, confpicuous 
expofed to Envy. 


Plav. 
As you like it. 


Vol 


Page 


Perfon 


2 


288 


Adam. 


Virtue and Vices che- 










quer Man's Life. 


Alh<well 9 8cc. 


3 


73 


1 Lord. 


Vinous Perfons infa- 










tuated by Heaven. 


Ant.zndCIeo. 


7 


164 


Ant. 


W. 










•yy Ords rive eafc tc 


Richard 3. 


5 


2 73 


Queen. 


World,theVanityand 
Diflblution of it. 










Temp. 


1 


53 


Pro. 


—beautifully paint- 










ed at large. 
Wives, the Duty they 


As you like it. 


2 


299 


Jaques. 










owe to their Huf- 






I 


bands. 


Ta.o/the Sh. 




'qiWCatb. 


— advice how to 






1 


chufe. 


Twelf.Nigh. 


3 


131 


Duke. 


SECT. V. 


" 


SPEECHES. 










^ Table of the 










moil confiderable 










in Shake/pear e. 










^XHORTATORT. 










gHhop of CarliJIe's 
in Defence of King 


















Richard. 


Richard 2. 


4 


°5 




Henry the I V's to the 










Pr. before he dyed. 


2 Hen. 4. 




261 




Henry Vth's to the 










Chief Juftice. 


ibid. 




270 




Canterbury's to excite 










Henry V. to begin 










a War. 


Henry 5. 




291 




Henry Vth's to his 


, 








Soldiers. 






320 





f&itrj 



INDEX. 



Henry Vth's to Weft- 

morland. 
K. John's to Hubert 

to kill Arthur. 
Baftard's to K. John 

to fight the French, 
Joan of Orleans to 

Burgundy to for fake 

the K. of England's 

Tntereft. 
Clifford to K. Henry, 

to ftir him up to 

Revenge. ' 
Q^ Margaret to her 

Soldiers. 
Richmond to his Sol 

diers, before the 

Battle ofBoJhuorth. 
Richard the Ill's on 

the fame Occafion, 

FITUPERJTIFE, 

UOlingbroke to Bufoy 
on his Injuries re- 
ceived. 

G aunt's to K. Richard. 

York's to Bolingbroke, 
on Rebellion* 

K. Henry to his Fon. 

Worceftcr's to Hen.W. 

Arch-BilhopofTcri's, 
on the inconflancy 
of the populace, 

Weftmorland x § to the 
Arch- ifh. on tak- 
ing Arms. 

Lancafler's, ' on the 
fame Subject. 

K /&//.! V.onAvarice. 



Play. 
Henry c. 

K. John* 

ibid. 



i Hen. 6. 
3 Hen. 6. 

Richard 3. 
ibid. • 



Richard 2. 
ibid. 

ibid. 

1 Hen. 4. 

ibid. 



2 Hen. 4. 

ibid, 
ibid. 



Vol 

4 


Page 

354 


3 


388 


3 


405 


4 


438 


5 


r2 5 




180 




295 




297 






/ 




4 


43 
27 




39 

"45 
167 




203 




241 




247 
260 



Perfoiw 



\ \ \ 



^.Huw 



I 



KJ»» IV.toPr./fcir, 

when he had taken 

the Crown. 
K. Henry Fifth to />/- 

ftaff. ; , 

— to Cqmhrid^e x 

Scroop and Gray, on 

their Confpiracyj. 
The Conftablc's and 

Grandpree's agaifrft 

the Englijb. 
K.Z**r'sagiinftW)D- 

men. y j 

— abofe of PoweV, 
Baftzr.Fauiconfridgt's 

againft the Frenty 
Talbot's to his Men, 

retreating, 
S«^/i'sagainftDuke 

Humphrey* ;., r . 
K.Henrfs tp Sufoty, 

on D. Humphrey's 

Death. 
Q^Margaret's anfwer. 
■ to Tonk when 

taken Prifoner, and 

his Reply. 
Edward, m^Clarence 

to Q^Makgtret. 
K. Henry's %o Glou- 

cefter before he is 

killed by him. 
Q. Margarets to Ed- 
ward the Fourth's 

Queen, and the D. 

of York. 
Q^ Catharinis to the 

two Cardinals. 
Timons to his falfe 

Friends. 



PUy. 
2 Hen. 4. 
ibid. 



£fc 



»ry 5, 



ibid. 

KL Lejtr*. 
itjid. 

K. John. 

i Hen. 6* 

2 Zfra, 6. . 



ibjid. 

iblid. 



3 Hen. 6. 
ibid. 

ibid. 

Richard 3. 
Thion. 



Vol 
4 



261 



278 
3C& 

94 

9$ 

419 

40K 
47 



"5 
129 

187 

271 
350 
163 



P( 



Perfon; 



EXE- 



EXECRAtlVE. 

"Diehard the Second, 

to England on his 

Arrivak 

King Lear againft his 
Daughters. 

Suffolk on his Banifh 
ment. 

Lady Anne againft-R/- 
chard the i'hird, 

Q. Margaret's againft 
him, i$c. 

Timon's, on the Athe- 
nians. 

on Mankind. 

CoriolanitjyOn the Peo- 
ple of Rome who 
banifhed him. 

DELIBERATIVE, 

T£ £/V£*r*/inPrifon 
t rince Harry s 

on refolvjngtoleave 

his debauched way 

of Life. 
Lord Bardolph's, on 

fighting with fupe 

rior Forces. 
Burgundfs for Peace. 
The Citizens 1 for a 

Marriage betwixt 

the Dauphin and 

Blanch, 
Aga?nemnon\ , Neftor\ 

Ulyffcs'$ i QViAchilks > % 

defertion. 



I N D E 

Play. 



X. 



Richard 2, 

K. Lear. 

2 Hen. 6. 

Richard 3. 

ibid. 

Timon. 
ibid. 

<$oriol. 
Richard 2. 
1 Hen. 4. 



Z Hen. 4. 
Henry. 5. 



K. John, 
Tro.znACref. 



VoJ 


Page 


4 
6 


4S 
( 28 

147- 


5 


60 




*99 




212 


6 


16; 




»7S 


' 


445 


4 


82 




» 




roi 




202 




375 


3 


367 


7 


360 




\ 



NA^ 



NARRATIVE 

TJOtfpur>s to the K 
about delivering 

Prifoners. 
The Chief JuAice's 

Defence to King 

Hen. $, 
iWr's^ftheDeath's 

of York and Snjftlk. 
Duke of Tori's, of a 

Battle. 
Richards, of the D. 

of York's fighting 
Clarence** Dream of 

drowning. 
NmflM'% defcription 

of the interview 

betwixt the K. of 

Engl, and Frewa. 
X. Henry Eighth's on 

his Divorce. 
Ami tonuses Account 

of a Ghoft appear- 
ing to him. 

PATHETICK. 

Tblchard U. on the 
Vanity of Power, 
and Mifery of 
Kings. 

—on the fame, re- 
nouncing Greatnefs 
in Defpair. 

—at his renouncing 
the Crown. 

Lady Pe+c/s to Hot- 
/fur. 



I N D 

Play. 



E X. 



Vol 



1 Hen. 4. 

2 Hen* 4* 
Henry 5, 

3 Hen. 6. 
ibid. 
Ridttrel 3, 

Hen. 8. 

ibid. 

mm. r*u. 



RtcAard 2. 

ibid, 
ibid. 
1 Hen. 4. 



Page 



104 

269 

3^ 

««3 

Uc 

lit 
306 

345 

387 



Perfon. 



49 

6C 
120 



Lady 



INDEX. 



Lady Perey*s to Nor- 
thumberland. 

K. Henry Fourth's, on 
the viciflitude of 
human Affairs 

Pr. Henrf sDe fence of 
himfelf. 

K. Z^r'sintheStorm. 

to Cordelia. 
—to her dying. 
Confiance's to Salt/- 

bury. 
-—-her Speeches on 

thelofsof^r/^r. 
Salijbury'i on taking 

Arms againft hisK 
Suffolk'* to Margaret, 

in love with his 

Prifoner. 
Henry Sixth's on D. 

Humphry' sdtfgrice. 
Suffolk, andQ^Mir- 

Jjaret, parting. 
ward Fourth's ton 
the Murder of Cla- 
rence* 

P. cf Buckingham's 
after Condemna- 
tion. 

Q^ Catharine's before 
her Divorce. 

Cardinal ifolfef% to 
Cromwell 

Q^ Catharine's, re- 
commending her 
Daughter to the K. 

Helena's, on her Huf- 
band's flying from 
lier to the War. 



Play. 
2 Hen. 4. 



ibid. 

ibid. 

K. Lear, 

ibid, 
ibid. 

1L» John. 

ibid* 

Ibid. 

1 Hen. 6. 

2 Hen, 6. 
ibid. 

Richard 3. 

HenS. 
ibid, 
ibid. •• M 

ibid. 

dll svjillpki 



Vol 
4 


Page 
214 




229 


6 


262 

IOI 

116 


3 


373 




390 




4*5 


4, 


46S 


5 


45 




60 




227 




329 




341 




3 6 9 




379 


3 


S3 



Perfoxu 



Hw. 



Hermonts Defence 

when impeached of 

Adultery. 
M.Antony's onCafar's 

Murder. 
— his Funeral Ora 

tion over the-Body. 



I N D 

Play. 

tPint.Tale. 
jfuL Cafqr % . 
ibid. 



E X. 

Page 



Vol 

3 

7 



SOLILOQUfBS 

XT HenrytheFpurth 
onwantoffleep 

Prince Henry , on fche 
Troublesattending 
Greatnefi. 

Henry Fifth, on the 
Miferies of |C*ngs. 

On new-made Ho- 
nour, by the Bpf- 
tard. \ ) 

On Self-intereft, iby 
the fame. . 

D. of fork's on jhe 
furrender of Atijou 
to the F tench, j 

——on his defignl to 
feize the Thrqne 
for himfelf. 

Young Cliffbrdcm the 
Death of his Fa 
then 

King Henry's on the 
Mappinefs of Bow 
life, 

— after lie loft ^he 
Battle, on his IQ^ 
going to France. 

Gloucefter's on his de- 
formity, and am- 
bition. 



a Hen. 4. 

ibid. .[ 
Hen 5. 

bid.. ,. 
2 Hen. 6. 
ibid, 
ibid. 



Z 7S 

J45 

I48 

5 2 



Hen. 6. 



ibid. 



ibid. 



Perfon. 



4 I - 2 *$ 

- *59 

351 

-I: Jj " 

49 

9$ 

132 

140 
146 ■•. 



JF* 



I 

dying 



N D E X. 

Play. Vol Page 



Warwick ' s 

Speech. r 3 Hen. 6*. 

Richard the Third's 

on his deformity. Richard 3. 

TirrePs on tie Mur- 
der of K. Edward* s 
two Sons. ibid. 

Richmond's the Night 
before the Battle, ibid. 

Richard the Third, 
in defoair. ibid. 

Cardinal Woljey'% on 
the viciffitudes of 
life. ^ Hen 8. 

Profperoh to the Spi- 
rits. , Tempeft. 

Angela** on tempta- 
tion to Lull by a 
virtuous Beauty. Mta.forMea, 

Iachimo's looking 011 

Imogen afleep. Cymbeline. 

P oft humus 9 s againjft 
Women. 

Romeo's over Juliet in 

the Vauit. Rom.&ndjul. 

The King's, defpair- 
ing ot Pardon for, 
Jnceft and Murder. ^Hamlet. 



N. B. The Speeches fn 
Julius Caefar, An- 
tony *«^CJeopatra, 
Macbeth, (Hamlet, 
and Othello, are 
chiefly placed under 
the Titles of thofe 
Play. 



5 



f 7& 
193 

268 
291 
294 

366 
•6, 

335 

260 
92 

185 



Perfon. 



VLQTS 



I 


N D E 


X. 




SECT. VI. 


Play. 


rVoJ 


Page 


Perfon 


INDEX of Defcrip- 
tions, or Images. 










I. Defcriptions of 
Places. 










B. 










Bank, flowry. 


Mid/. N. Dr. 


X 


98 


Ob. 


D. 






1 




Dover Cliff. 
E. 

England celebrated. 

— difpraifed by the 
Conftableof/V*»«. 

——defcHbed in its 
iituation. 

only conquer'd 
by intefline Divi- 
fions. 

—its Intereft in re- 
lation to JFranee. 

——its iituation. 

F. 

A Field after aBattle. 


K. Lear, 


6 


90 


Edg. 


Richard 2. 
Hen, 5. 
K. John* 

ibid. 

3 Hen, 6. 
Cymbeline. 


4 
3 

5 

7 


25 

3*9 
356 

430 

157 
263 


Gaunt, 

Con, 

Auft. 

Baft. 

Haft. 
Queen. 


Henry 5. 


4 


3 6 4 


Mount. 


a 










Gloucefterjbire. 

I. 
Inchanted Tile. 


Richard 2. 




37 


North. 


Tempeft, 


1 


4? 


Cal. 


K. 










KenU 

L. 


2 Hen, 6, 


5 


79 


Say. 


Lombard?* 


Tarn, of, &c. 


2 


3 6o| 


Lucentio. 



Kit 



INDEX. 



N. 



Nile,its flow dcfcribcd 

P. 
Pi/a. 

S. 

The Severn. 
Soli que Land. 

T. 

Trent , at Burton* 
Tower of London. 



Play. 
Jnt.zndCko. 

Ta. oftbeSb. 



i i/<?/f. 4. 
Hen. 5. 



t J5fc». 4. 
Richard 3. 



V. 

Vale, a dark and 
melancholy one. 



II. Defcriptions of 
Perfons. 

A. 

A Pothecary, his Po- 
verty and Shop 
defcribed. 

B. 

gEautiful Maid. 
A Biihop in Arms 

Bedlam Beggars. 

Beautiful Perfon pe- 
titioning. 

A Bailiff. 

C. 

f^Ommons of Eng 

land. Richard 2. 

— their Inconftancy. \z Hen. 4. 



Vol 

7 



Tit* Andron. 



Rom.zndJuJ. 



Tam.o/theSh 
2 Hen. 4. 
K. Lear. 

2 Gen. Ver. 
Com. ofEr, 



Page 
134 

360 

106 
291 



140 
238 



229 



Perfon* 



Luc. 



Hot. 
Cant. 



Hot. 



87 

418 
242 

43 

188 
'220 



36 
20$ 



Tarn. 



Rom* 



Pet. 

Weft. 

Edgar. 

Pro. 
S. Dro. 



Bagoi. 
York* 



V^yw 



I N D E X. 



Courtier, an unfuc- 
ct f fal one. 

Cheats, feveral forts, 

C onilablesand watchr 
men. 

Courtier, hunioroufly 
defcribed. 

Candidate for an Of- 
fice. 



A Deformed Perfor*. 
A dying Pejfon 

by Poifon, in K. 

John. 
-^— of old Age, in 

Prifon,in Mortimer, 
by ftranglingin 

D. Humphrey, 
■ in Agonies of 

Defpair,inCardinal 

Beauford. 
Drunken Men. 
Dying of Grief. 
Debtor. 
Duellift. 
Death, in a beautiful 
. Face, 
•——item, 
—item. 

JpNgliJhmen in pre 
ference to the 
French. 

—defcribed by the 
French. 

— ridiculed • for fol- 
lowing French Fa- 
fhions. 



riay. 
Henry 8. 
Com. of Er 


Vol 
3 


M~A.ab.Not. 


2 


As you like hi 




CorioL 


6 

s 


K. John. 


3 


ibid. 




i Hen. 6. 


4 


2 Hen. 6. 


5 


ibid. 
Tempeft. 
All 's<well,8cc. 
T'imon. 
Rom. and Jul. 


i 

3 
6 

8 


ibid. 

Cymbeline. 

Rom.zndjul. 


7 
8 


Hen. 5. 


4 


I Hen. 6. 




Henry 8. 


5 



Page 
339 
193 

{45 
l5 2 

335 
412 



374 



425 



Perfon. 
Old. L. 

Ant. 



Clo. 
Cor. 

Conft. 



63 

59 

72 

141 

41 

82 „, 
295 *Ar<u. 
92 .ftomr. 



/iT*r. 



Ari. 
1 Lin/. 
Sen. 
Mer. 

Cap. 



335 K. /fc*. 

39 6 



32c 



Engltfo* 



\ 



INDEX. 



Et%U#met tUtoul'dl Pla^ 
.fah^Dru^g-\QtkeUo. 



*. 



A Foppifli Cevrtier 
rt Flatteiers*f great 

Men. 
Fairies. 

—— ite»w 4fa* &« 

Queen of. 
Fairy-Mafauerade. 
Fortune-teller. 



Hen. 4. 

WUf.N.Dr* 
Rm&djd. 
Com. of Er. 



a 



QEimmI, letting a 
vi&otious Army. 

H. 

pjYpocrite. 

item* 



-item. 



TRiJhn 
* AJuftic* 
A Jefter. 

,K. 



odonf! 



KlNe.«goo( 

described. 
Knights of fheG arttr 
Kentijhmen. 
King, a good. 

L. 

T Oxtt^hanilhed. 
Lovers, humor 
cuafydtefcabedt 
Lovers panting. 



Vol 
8 



Gorfol. 



Richard 3. 

ibid. 

Rom.*ndJul. 



Richard*. \ 
Ms you like it, 
7W. Night \ 



$faeheth. 
I /fc». 6. 

I; #*». 6. 
bid. 



ibid. 

\pymbdim. 



8 



Page 



*54 /«** 



104 



«/. 



236 



412 



Perfon. 



i%Km. 



296 



f^Ant. 



Cm* 



*SLK..*kJmrd, 
300 Jaques. 



349 
444**#. 

*7^ K. *&»• 

- » 
02 £«*. 



3^ Af#/v 



^oL.vnr. 



Lover, 



I N D E. X. 



Lover defcribed. 

—item. 

item. 
— conftant. 
•— baniihed. 

in Solitude. 
Lover defcribed. 
Lovers parting. 



Play. ' 

A* you like it, 

! Gent. Ver 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. '' 

ibid, 

As you Hie it, 

Tro.axidCre/l 



M. 

Vf Effenger, with ill 

News. % Hen. 4. 

item. K. John. 

— with good News .; 2 Hen, 4. 
A Mad-man. IK, Lear. 

A Miferable Mother) 

in Conftance, K. Jcbn. 

■ Edward the! 

Fourth's Widow. Richard 3. 



Mid/.N.Dr, 
Hamlet, 



K. John. 
Midf.N.Dr, 



Mermaid. ' 
Melancholy-man. 

"N. 

'MEws-tellers. 
^ A Nun. 

O. 

QLD Man opprefs'd 

with Cares. Com. of Er, 

—vigorous, from tem- 
perance in Youth. Asygu like it. 

Old Man in the ex- 
tremity of decay, ibid. 

Old Men fubjett to 
ingratitude. [Timon* 



I 



Vol 
2 
1 



Page 
J291 

164 

I74*/W, 
18 « J«l» 



Perfon. 
Sil. andCh* 
Jaques. 
Speea. 



*$7 
211 

3**| 
42 



189 

373 

2 57 
87 

39° 

270 
95 



404 
81 



238 
289 



idem. 
Rofa. 



North. 
Conft, 
K. Hen, 
Cord. „ r 



s: 



ueen. 
r h. 
Ham* 



148 



Huh. 
The. 



jEg#cn. 
Adam. 



300 Jaquu. 



Tim. 



Pofc* 



I 


N D e : 


X. 




p. 


Play. ' (Vol 


Page 


Perfon. 


ft-Mefl^nger. 
fee the fame 


i Hen 4. 


4 


1S8 


Tra*v. 










:fcribe& „ 


K. Lear* 


6 


45 


Kent. 


ints, in Armatlo, 




• 






oloferttes, Nat ha- 










di 


Lowe' sL. loft. 


2 






^ 










Juarrelfome Pcr- 










fon. 

S. 
dier young, brave 


Rotn.zxi&Jul. 


8 


50 


Mer. 










nd unpoliihed. • 


Tro.iLndCref. 


7 


429 


Ulyf. . 


iers in Armour. 


1 Hen. 4. 


4 


^57 


Ver. 


ing-man. 


K. Lear. 


6 


65 


Edgar. 


faring Perfons in 








h 


[ftrefs. 


Tempeft. 


1 


11 


Pro. 


ige man. — vht. 










aliban. 










nmer. 


Jul. Ca/ar. 


7 


u 


Caf. 


-item. 


Tempeft. 


1 


26 


Fran. 


ier. 
)ol-boy. 


Asyouli.it. 1 
ibid. J 


2 


300 


C Jaques. 
\idem. 


)herd. 


ibid. 




302 




T. 










Vins, their like- 










nefs defer ibed in 










le two Ant ipbolis's 










id Drcmio's* 


Com. of Er. 


3 






kative Coxcombs. 


Mer. of Fen. 


2 


144 


Lor. 


'ans. 


Tro.vcACref. 


7 


& 


jEn. 


v. 










[Iain's look. 


YL.Jobn. * 


3 


r 4 oi 

U°5 


Pemb. 
K. John. 



T 2 



"•WwjSfc, 



w. 

tyf Iteh.-t*V. Bycoraxi 
Womah of a Sa- 
tirical Witv 

—item. 

Wife, a good one. 

Woman's Man. 

Witches; and their 
Charms. ' 

Woman, a tewd ome 

Y. 



N D 



E X. 



VOung Gentleman, 
anaccompKfhed. 
——item. 
. Youth, s pert Rre- 

tender. 
Youngefr IrctheK, 

kept without Kfla 

cation. 
Youth, ^a teautlfiri 

one<tidbribed. 



VoUWg Laoy ^dayiqg 
on tffe Lute, 'and 



ifrid. 

Macbeth. 
Tro.andCre/. 



lOtttt^fcr/ 

Cymbeline, 

Mer. of Fen. 



Vol 



Page 



i 39 far*. 
Biro*. 



Ms you like it, 
ibid. 



finging 
Youth, a pert one* 
-two of .Royal 



Bitth. 



III. Defections of 

. '*■ a - 
A Narmy flifhanded. 

'hmbarkiijg, 

"Englijb, ntw- 

rsiikd. 



Titus Andr 
tymbeL 



<6 



«44l 
2 44 



Perfon. 



ip^a^ 






267 
321 



' Ibid, 



"'] 



*3< 
*7<* 



t Hen. 4. 
tienry^ 






Mttr* 
Pi/. 



1^ A&'. 



Ity*. Is 



3571 



25O tfajt. . 



Chat. 



Kw^Jlw 



INDEX. 



Angling. 
Ambitious. Love.. 
Art and Nature, *uid.. 

Nature. 
Angling, CJwj*tra y % 

B. 

•gEauty, vif. Bullet*, 
Annu 



Play. 
M.J.al.Not. 



JxfVtdCl*L_ 7 



VottPagej, Petfoa. 



-item. 
-nedaSrd. 



^ddLtited by 

Romto. 

C. 



Ytmpefl. 
% Sent. V4X. 

Rm.in&Jul. 



QHallen^e, the Ce- 
remonial of one. 

Combat in the Lifts, 
its Ceremony. 

Coronation, the Ce- 
remonies of one. 

TX 

T)Enial of Favours* 
DiamondhRing. 
Death. 
Dreams. 

£. 



Richard Z, 
ibid. 
Heft* 8. 



Timon. 
Titus Andro. 
Cymbeline. 



T?Ntty efK. Richard , 
and Bolingbroh 
into Lanhiu 
Earthquake. 



Richard a. 
1 Hen. 4. 



14 






124 



199 Jul. 
z6 



6 



37* 



3 Cm/. 



147 Flav, 
233 Afar. 

3,S £f 



74 



/for, 



Tj 



RntrY 



I ] 


NT D E 


X. 




Entry of Coriolarrus 


Play. Vol Page Perfon, 


into Rome - after 










Viclory. 


Coricl. 


6 


4C4 


Bru. 


Pompey*s. 


Jul. Cafar. 


7 


t 


Afur. 


Earth, and its pro- 










duds. 

F. 
T^Afhions, of Italy, 


Rom*zxL$JuL 


8 


3« 


Friar. 










X &c. 


Richard 2. 


4 


2 5 


Tor*. • 


Face of a Perfon near 










Death. 


Htnry 8. 


5 


378 


Pat. 


——ill-favoured. 


Tempefi. 


! 


4 


Gonx. 


I riendfhip betwixt 










two young Ladies, 


Mid/. N. Dr. 


i 


ic8 


Hit. 


- Fiier.d. 


Mer> of Ftn, 


2 


J*3 


Baffl 
Per. 


Fortune, and her Vo- 


» 








taries, 


Timon. % 


6 


12q 


Pact. 


Family, ruined by 








t ; 


jrofufenefs, - 


ibid. 




I56 




G, 










QRatitude in an old 










Servant. 


At you like it* 


2 


283 


Adam. 


Gentle Temper. 


Hamlet. 


8 


*3 f: 


Queen. 


H. 








■ - 


TJOrfe, Richard's 
* * rode by Boling- 






' 


' v 


broke. '■ 


Richard 2, 


4. 


8 5 




Hounds, an4 Hunt- 










ing defcribed. 


Mid/.N.Dr 


1 


1 28 


Thef. Hip. 


Houfe-keeping, rio- 










tous. 


Timon. 


6 


"45 


Flav. 


l.'ounds, Horfes , 


,\ . 




,,,,!/ 


n •••• 1 ' „ 


Hunting. 


Titus Andr. 




227 




l.'urricane. 


Tro.avtdCref. 


7 


455 


r,o. 



Horror 



{ N D EX. 



Horror in one buried 
alive, a 



JNfurrection of the 

Populace. 
Interview of theKings 

of England and 

France* 
Jeib and Jefter. 
invention, a dull one. 
Jealoufy defcribed. 

K. 

J^Ing's-Evil, and it: 

cure. 
Kingdom, oppreft by 
an Ufurper. 



t OVE, humoroufly 

defcribed. 
—improves all our 

Faculties. 

• fantaftical. 

Lionefs. 

Life, a pleafant one 

defcribed. 
— in a wild foli 

tude. 

V 'Mi ' 

. , V.' 

Vf Afque, rural. 
lv± Mobn. 
— ^item. 



Play, | 


Vol 


Rom.zndjul. 


8 


Richard 2. 


4 


Henry 8. 
Love'sLJoft. 
Othello. ' 
ibid. 


5 
2 

8 


Macbeth. 


6 


ibid. 




Love' sL. Loft, 


2 


ibid, 
ibid. 
As you like it. 




Ta.ofthe $h. 




Tim on. 


6; t 


Tempeft. 
Midf. N. Dr. 
ibid. 


I 

c 

{ 



Page J Perfon. 
80 Jul. 



306 
261 
285 
3«* 



349 

5 346 
135° 



203 

225 
2 59 
331 



Scroop* 



Ro/a. 
I ago. 
id. and Oth. 



Mai. 

Mac. 
Rojfe. 



Bircn. 

idenu >: 

idem. 

OIL 

Apm. . 



54 _ , . 
79 The/. Hip. , ' 



T 4- 



HW* 



v* 



V h n E X. 



Maftpiwade,* Scene 


1 Play-. 

AftA.ao.Not. 


Vol 


Page 


Perfori. 


of one. 


>z\ 


5 f 9 


. 


Moon. 


Asy9»Mrit. 


\- 


302 


Orb. 


Mufick. 


Ttyel: Night. 


3 


163 


Duke. 


Martlets' Nefts. 


Macbeth. 


6 


301 


Ban. 


Madnefs forgrief artd 
Love, in (Jphelia. 

N. 




> 


{£ 




Hamlet. 


4 


1 i. . • • 


NjAtnre, State of. 
JS'utiHfe and Art. 

O. 

Q AX, large, old. 


Tetnpeft: 


\ 1 


2f 


f 
Gon. 


Wit*. Tale. 


r 3 

i 


1 


RaL Fer. 

> 


At you like it . 


£ 


33' 


0/. -•" 


P. 




\ 


i 


k. _ 


p Arting o^Lover*. 
Popularity. - 


Rtm.zxi&jul. 
Richard z. 


* 


. 2 * 




Pride. 
Peace. 


ibid. 

ibid, 




{.v 


wV^/v. 


after CStiiWa*. 


I Hen. 4. 


Y 


9 1 


K.Hen. 


Prodigies - 


Richard 2 > 


. ' ■ 


' *' 


Vap, 


— -it«1«.r ~ : 


t JSfiwr. 4-; 


' - 


138 


€*W. 1. 


— itenit 


2 //>*. 4. 


* 


»• *?8 


V!.a*dGt. 


— ite*« 


3W. Ca^r. 


' l t 


'7 


Cvfir. 


Peace. 


Richard 3. 


[f 


19^ 


'Rkfr. 


-betwfewJ^^ and 




' ;, 


r 




Lancafttr. 


ibid. 


■ 


k geffll 


\Riehyt. 


Play, » to&<M£ de- 
fcribed. 


*.- .: .'. .. 


ifc.*-. 




..-.■ 


Mid/. N. Dr. 


. I 


I 156 


«*%fc 


Pianre^^beatltifil 


5 


1 






Woman. 


iwr. of Ven. 


* 


" 1^2 


54/: 


Pi&ures of Adonis, Ve- 




"-? 




» 


nus, Io 9 Daphne, arid 




i 




' 


Apollo* 


*T*.oftbeU. 


3 


,jj« 


l - 


Poetfy; 


Tmtm. 


l'6 


122 


P*f. ^ r . 



PtQ- 



INDEX. 



Prodigies, 
-^-—ken* 
Poifon. 



Play. 
Jul. Car/or. 
tkmUt. 
ibid. 



J^Umou*. 

■ item* 
Rofe*,R<d and White, 

the Badges of two 

Parties. 



.< 



A Song fWiffiJ 
^ Sleep. 
Signs 0/ change in 

Government. 
Sleep. 
A Stream beautifully 

de (bribed. 
Sleep, found* 
Stag, in the Chafe. 
Snake. * 



i Ben. 4. 
2. Hen. 4. 

Richard 3. 
Mid/.N.Dr, 



Sound ike. 
Storm 



tteep. 
at Sea. 



YlME,thefcejtti«ig 
inequality of ks 
Motion. 



yifion,ofgo^iSifi 

rits. 
Virginity. - 
A ViQory long dif- 
puted.. 



2 ffen. 4, 
ibid. 



1 #«r. 6. 



Vol 



2 (?w>/. firr. 
MeaSorMea 
At you like it, 
ibid. . 

7*/. (?^r. 
OfolU. 



<// j>#* /f i# tf 



flew? 9. 
Macbeth. 



Page 



Si 



3 4 Ci7//^ 



107 



219 Zair. 



Perfon. 



Horat. 



13 

231 

42: 



144 J& 



*T«r. 



22$ K 



*33 

I2C 

18c 
3?>6 
286 

?* 
280 



310 



378 
9 

286 






& 



C*/. 



Qfoud. 

Lord. 

QU. . 



Rofa. 



Par. 



A Vic- 



A Vi&oryand purfuit 
of the conqueVd. 

W. * 

Xffl AR, the progno- 
Tr flicks of it. 
— preparations for. 
—ill effefts of. 
—item. ' 

A Wreck. , . 

item. ! 

defcribed by J a 

Clown. 
White Hand. 
Wonder, proceeding 

from fudden Loy 
White Hand. 



N D 

Play, 
Cymbeline. 



E< 



Richard 2 . 
Henry 5. 
ibid. 
2 Hen. 6. 

TempeJ}. 

Com. of Er. 

Wint. Tale. 
ibid. • 

ibid. 
Tro.im&Cref. 



IV. Defcriptidns of 
Times and^eafons 



VEAR, unfruitful 
and fickly. ^ 

Spring. " '■''" ' • 
Winter. * i 

— — -item. \ 
Day break. 

item. 

item. 
— — item. 

— item. ; 

~t item. \- 

' **€#• 

item. 

horning. 

A low ring Morning. 

■ clear. 

i 



Msd/.N.Dr. 
Zove^sL.ioft. 
At you like it. 
Love' sL. loft. 
1 Hen. 4. 
Hen. 6. 
Richard 3 

Mvy; N Dr 
M.J ab. Not. 
Tro.andCref. 
Rom.zxi&Jul. 
Hamlet. 
Richard 2. 

/&//. 4. 
3 £&». 6. : 



/o! 

7 



X. 

Page 
3*3 



4 2 
29^ 

375 
.95 

I87 

29C 
309 

33* 
349 



93 

263 
285 
264 
143 
414 
"290 
120 
81 

*% 

108 

4 6 

166 

120 



Perfcii. 
Pof. 



Captain, 

Chorus, 

Burg. 

r. cuff. 

Mir. 
&geon. 



•Fl. 

3 Gent. &c. 
Tro. 



Queen. 

Seng*. 

Duke Sen. 

Seng. 

Glend. 

Bed. 

Stan. 

Pucft 

Pefro. 

Tro. 

Her. ' 
Richard. 
K.andP. 
Rich, 

Morn- 



'A 



J N D E X. 



Morning. 

item. 

A pleafant looming 

item. 
Sun-riling. 

item. 

Evening, a fair one. 
Twilight. 

'item. ; 

Night, in a Camp. 

ftorrny. j 

Midnight. 5 

item. | 

item. ! 

Night. ,v • , ; 
— — item. 

■ a beaetrful } 



Play. 
Tempeft. 
Mid/ N. Dr. 
Titus Andro. 
Rom.ax\&Jul 
Titus Andro. 
Rom. and Jul. 
Richard 3 . 
K. John. 
Macbeth. 
Henry 5. 
K. Lear. 
K. John. 
2 Hen. 6. 
ibid. 

Mid/I N. Dr. 
ibid. 



defcription of a > \Mer. of Fen, 
Moonlight. i 
tempeftaous. * 



item* 

■ ■ item. 

item. 

item. 
Midnight. 



SEC T. VII.; 

; • ! i 

INDEX of fonie 
Si mi lies and Allu 
fions. . 

•A.' 

A Uthority,- compa 
tzd to a Farmer's 
Dug. 



Jul. Cafar. 

Macbeth* 

ibid. 

Tro.andCre/ 
Rom.zndijut. 
Hamlet. 



Lear. 



Vol 



Page 

65 

114 

226 

37 
225 

1 1 

288 

4 ? 3 

325 

34C 

55 

38; 

22 

6* 



Perfbn. 
Pro. 
Ob. 

Taik. 
Fri. 
Tit. i 

Ben Mon* 
Rich. 
Melan. 
Mur. 
Chorus. 

K. John. 
Beting. 



Capt. 
Her. 
146 Puck. 



J 161 

( 16: 

*7 
{Ji 
(315 

3H 

45' 
5< 

183 



• Lor. For. 

Cafe. 
Len. 
OldM. &&1 

Mac. 
AchiL 
Jul 
Ham. 



^\L:ar. 



X 



K^^ 



INDEX. 



Antoer, to a hdgk met- 
tled Korfe. 


Play. 


Vol 


Hen. 8. \ 
ibdi J 




—to boiling Water. 


5 

i 


Ambition , to the 






Shadow of a 




■ 


Dream. 

A Doubtful Battle, 
to a. Swan fwira- 


Hamlet. 


8 


1 


1 
t 




1 


ming againft a 




-> 


Stream. 


3 £**. 6. 


5 


—to a doudy Morn- 






ing and a ftormy 






Sea. 


ibid. 




Beautiful Maid, to a 






Siren. 


Caw. of Er. 


3 


C, 


i 


, 


£Ouragt ccmparM 
to » Faulcon. 






Rubard 2, 


4 


——to a Captive fet 






free. 


ibid. 




Contention* aHorfc 






broke looft. 


z Hen. 4* 




Confideratioo, to an 






Angel. 


Harry 5. 


. 


Catharine, Queen, to 






a Lily. 


Henry S. 


5 


A Crowd difoers'd, tc 
• wild Qeeie. 






Mid/. N. Dr. 


1 


Courtfhip,the degrees 






of it compared to 






Dances* 


M.J.at.Not. 


2 


D. 




■ 


Di&mnlatiojt, to a 






Snake. 


2 Hen, 6. 


5 



Page 
31c 

150 






Perfon. 
I idem. 



Guild. 



w^Ytrk. 



K. lien. 

S. Ant. 



18 



132 
214 

\bBoU*g. 
16 Mowing. 
\%-j Noril. 

353 &*». ' 
1 1 1 Putk* 



Beat. 



4tiQ±M*rg. 
I England, 



E* 



I H D E X. 



J} N gland, to an 

Eagle. 

Scotland, to aWeazd. Hknry 5. 
Queen Elizabeth, to 

the Madden />£<?- 

»/>. //#»/? 8. 

F. 



pAther fgood) of a 

bad bon, to tic 

clear Spring of a 

muddy Stream. 

Favourites, to a new 
trimat'dVdfeljaiid 
their Enviers to ra- 
venous Fifies. 

— ta Honey-facklbs 
excluding the Sun 

G. 



Richard %. 

Htnty 8. 

MA.ab.Not 



QArden, compared 
to Government, 

in diforder. 
Government to Bees. 
Glory, to a circle in 

the Water. 
General, an Old, to a 

Winter Lion. 

H. 

x pawjfkimfelfto 

the Sun in Clouds. 

to ndk Ore in a 

dark Soil. 



Vol. Page 

[ 



Richard 2 9 
Hen. 5. 

1 Hen. 6. 

2 Hen. 6. 



I Hen. 4. 



[4 

! 

2 



39**3* 

397 Ow* 



79 



31$ 



t 59 



40c 

97 



; 102 



\ A 



Terfoo. 



BJif. 



ml. 



&#** 



Puceh 
Tort; 



£*£&*. 



\Uwrj., 



INDEX. 



Henry f Prince, com 

5 ares himfelf to 
fars, 

—to a Strawberry 

growing among 

Weeds. 

Heart,a penitent one, 

to a ripe Mulberry. 



Play. 
Hen. 5. Prol 

Hen. 5. 

Coriol. 



I. 



to a 



TNfurreftion 

Storm, 
—to Bees. 
King 5 f ernes I. to .a 

Cedar. 

K. 

V" Ing Richard, corn- 

par'd to a falling 

Star andthefetting 

Sun. 

King's return to his 
Country, compar'd 
to a Mother's meet- 
ing her Child. 

. L. 



2 Hen. ±. 
zHet.b. 

Hen. 8, 



Richard 2. 



ibid. 



T Ove, compared to 

a canker in a Bud. 2 Gent. Ver. 
—to April Wea- 
ther, (ibid. 
— to a waxen image. |i bid. 



Lover, to a Camelion 
Love, compared to a 
Figure on Ice, 



ibid, 
ibid. 



Vol 



Pa g e , 

289 
438 



227 
• 55 

397 



Perfon. 



Ety. 

Vol.' 



P. Hen. 
Wor. ., 

Cran. 



4 2 



45 



Salt/. 



K. Rich. 



153 Pro. Val. 



'163 
177 
167 

192 



Pr6 t 

iderm * 
Speed. 

Bake. 



Lover 



»- ! * 

Lover fucccfsful, to a 

Conqueror^ 
■ his thoughts, to 

the inarticuTateJoys 

of a Crowd. 

IS'') 
A/f Tnd, in I doubt, 

* compared to the 

Tide. ! 
Maids, to Files. 

O. 

QPportunity, to the 
Tide. - 

P,' 

pRomifes, to the 
Garden of Adonis, 

R. 

T> Ebels, returning to 
Allegiance, coa&- 

pated to,* Flood.' 
Reafon returning, to 

the Morning. 



C U N rifing in a 
cloudy Sky, to K. 
Ri char dindikon te*t 
Sun rifing after a dark 
Night, to theRefljo- 
ratiou.Qf £, lawful 
King. 



I N D E 

.Play, 

Mtr. of Fen, 



X. 



ibid. 



z flen. 4. 
Henry 5. 



Jul. C<e/ar. 



Vol 



1 Hen. 6« 



Kj John. 
Tempeft. 



Richard 2. 



bid. 



Page 
133 

134 



216 
383 



71 



409 



423 
65 



53 



Perfon, 
Bajf. 

idem. 



North* 
Burg. 



Brut. 



Dau. 



Sal. 
Pro. 



Boling. 



\\ 



k: Rich. 



I N D E X. 



Spies, to Km'd twiga 
Soldiers, tfrBbts. 

T. 

'pReafon, compared 

to a Fox. i Hen. 4. 

Tears, to Dtw on a 

Lily. Titus Andre 

W« 

TffOrceJterJl.of/ito 
Rebellion, com- 
pared to a. Meteor. 1 Hen. 4. 

tParwicA'iDezth, to , 
the fall of a Cedat. 3 Hen. 6. 

Wolfey % Cardinal, to* 

fading Angel. Hknry 8. 

Wanderer, to a drop 
of Water ia the 
Ocean. \Cm.otEr. 

World, compared to 

a Stage. As you like it. 

Widow, to a Turtle. Wint. Tale, 

Y\ of York fighting, , 
* to a Lion among 
a herd of Neat. 3 Hen. 6. 



Pla^ 
2 Hen* 6. 
Tk. Ambon. 



Vol 
6 



Page 



178 
367 

19 

299 
3¥- 



us 



Per/on. 



265 £*£.. 






I&di^&iu 



Wat. 
Wolf. 

Ant. 

Jaqu&f. 
Son* 



Rich. 



FINIS. 



iJ. 



\ 











?s 



